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ERRIE sat at her window in Malcolm 
Mansions, indulging in the nostalgia she 
permitted herself every first of Spring. 

Some people bought hats; some, blood tonic; 
Kerrie shed a seasonal tear for apple trees 
drenching the hilly of home with masses ot 
exultant pink. 

It was not home any morc, though, that 
dear little dreamy village set at the foot ot 
the mountains. The orchard was sold, her 









“Fool, idiot, Philis- 
tine!” she stormed. 
“Youve 
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by 
parents were dead; she was a country girl 
earning her living in the city. 

Today the fact that she was doing that 


remarkably well did not elate her. It was 
Spring, the time for sitting at the window 
and swallowing lumps in your throat as you 
looked down on the time-honored _ primrose. 
Kerrie knew that Miss Anderson of Flat 2, and 
George Harris of Ground Floor Annexe, and 
the Simms, and the Schramms were probably 
doing the, same thing, ‘They were dreaming 
of other Springs as they looked down on the 
primrose, 

It was a very inferior primrose—thin, rather 
apologetic, decidedly aniemic—but each new 





ruined 
everything!” 
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~“aneient lawnmower ever made. 


DINGWELL 


Spring it poked its timid head out of the 
pocket-handkerchief lawn and recaptured the 
hearts of the Malcolm dwellers. It stopped 
being a poor specimen of a flower and became 
a rite. It became Spring itself. 

Tt was a bank of heather to excited Jeanie 
Anderson—“Ah, the heather”. 

It was a field of poppies to George Ha 
poppies such as, during the first war, he had 
seen growing beside the Somme. 

It was “bluebells riding down the hill like 
flood-water” to the English Simms. 

“Edelweiss,” recalled the Schramms, 
marguerites. 

‘The primrose was, and Kervie closed her 
eyes to prevent another tear, all these dreams 
to all these people. It was Spring. 








“snow 





Whirr. ..clunk, . eek... 

Kerrie opened her eyes and sat up in alarm, 
She would have recognised that sound any- 
where. Malcolm Mansions possessed the most 
Kerrie jumped 
to her feet, hung out the window as far as 
she could, and yelled “Stop, you vandal!” just 
one moment tdo late. The mower had gone 
clean through the primrose, 

For a minute Kerrie could not reali 
She stood staring down at the person behind 
the mower, then, her vision clearing, she 
marched out of the door, down the steps, 
across the pocket-handkerchief lawn to the 
small crushed plant. 

“Murderer!” she flung. 

‘The tall, broad young man looked 
He also looked admiring, but Kerrie 
notice, 

“Fool, idiot, Philistine!” she stormed, “you've 
ruined ‘everything. You have stopped the 
annual rite. You have trodden on our 
dreams.” i 

“You don’t mean this small weed?” 

Kerrie blazed afresh. “It's not a weed, it’s 
a primrose, and not just a primrose either. 
It’s banks of heather, it’s poppies in abandon, 
it’s bluebells, it's edelweiss, it's—it's’—— 

“Yes?” encouraged the broad young man 
gently. 

“Appleville,” gulped Kerrie, “Apple trees 
drenching the hills of home with masses* of 
exultant pink.” 

She bit back a sob, and ran past the young 
man up to her room. - 











uzzled. 
lid not 


Geoffrey Holloway replaced the mower, He 
wished he had never taken out the wretched 
thing. 

He had only been in Malcolm Mansions 

(Continued on page 17.) 
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HIGH iron fence in the centre of 
the Nogales separates Mexico 
from the United States. The 
‘American part looks just the 
same as any other small town in 
that country. It is clean; the 
streets are set square, and there 
are a Woolworth’s, a “movie theater,” bowling: 
stands, cafeterias and jukeboxes; the sound ot 





air. 
Only .a few steps and I had left the United 





States, where life gave me always the feeling of 
being’ wrapped in cellophane, and I was in 
Mexico. 

‘The Mexican section of Nogales is dirty; the 
gutters are full of rubbish and there are flies 
everywhere. However, I came back to an atmos- 
phere for which I had been longing after liv- 
ing for more than a year in a standardised 
country, where everyone looks the same, feels 
the same and utters the same idle words. 

Soft-spoken Spanish reached my ears. I sat 


down at a little side-walk cafe on a very wobbly 
wire chair at a small wire table with a marble 
top.’ I ordered black coffee and something to 

























Above, ornamental gates at 
the entrance to the great 
cathedral of Morelia, Mexico. 
Right, old Indian fountain 
sculped by descendants of the 
Autecs. Top of page, such 
‘marks of a long tradition 
of high culture contrast 
strangely with the sleepy 
villages of inland Mexico. 
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the saxophone whines through the hot Summer 


eat. The rietor suj 
gested tortillas’ con eh: 
saladas, the national 
Mexican dish, which consists 
of small pancakes filled with 
spiced vegetables. She 
cleaned the top of the table 
with her apron and smiled 
at me with a naughty wink 
in her eyes. 


My = first 


impression of 
Mexico was 


very Mexican 


indeed. I was introduced to the philosophy of 
Manana: “Tomorrow there will be another day, 
why hurry?” 

Mexico is the country 
people are not yetsinfected by the hurry and 
wustle bug; they are not driven by the depres- 
like 


of Manana, The 


sing system of making money their 
northern neighbors. 

I had to wait for the train which would take 
me to Guadalajara, 1 asked in my best 
Spanish: ‘When does the train arrive?” 
“Quien sabe?” she said. “Who knows? Maybe 
this’ morning, maybe tonight or tomorrow. | It 
will. come all right!” 

The only thing to do was to wait and to 
relax. 

A couple of men arrived at the place where 
I had my lunch. Sombreros covered their 
heads to keep the sun out of their’ faces; 
serapis, beautifully colored blankets, draping 
their shoulders, also gave protection from the 
cold during chilly nights. 

They greeted me with a friendly smile: 
Buenos Dias, Senorita, and tuned their guitars 
for a serenade to welcome the foreigner in 
their midst. 

I offered them a drink, tequila cocktail, 
strong and spiced as the Mexican character, 
potent as their passion. They gave me the 
Mexican toast, which I was to hear many times 
afterwards, and wished me well on my way to 
discover their country: Salud y muchas pesetas y 
el tiempo para gastarlas, in which the wisdom 
of the Mexican people comes to the fore: “Your 
health and a lot of money and also the time 
to spend it.” : 
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Later I was given more serenades 
and learned how to act on receiving this mark 
of appreciation, ~ * 

One is allowed to switch on the light and 
open the window, but not to show oneself. 
One stays behind the curtain to accept this 
token of admiration, and shows with a smile 
the next morning that the good intentions of 
the admirer are understood. 


The journey to Guadalajara lasted three days 
and three nights which I passed in the com- 
pany of spitting Mexicans, noisy women and 
crying babies. We were guarded by soldiers, 
who had to take care of the passengers in case 
certain wild Indian tribes, who live in this 
remote part of the country, should attack the 
train. 

However, our bodyguards did not prevent the 
train from stopping at every little village along 
the line where big fires were lighted during 
the nights to keep the natives and also the 
inmates of the train warm. 

Mexican life opens aspects of delightful 
enjoyment once one has adapted oneself to 
the Mexican people. Soon after my arrival in 
Guadalajara I celebrated my birthday. The 
staff of the’ hotel and the other guests gave me 
a surprise party to show that it was not 
necessary to be alone on such a day, no matter 
how far away from family and homeland. 

I was given an abrazo by almost everyone 
present. It is quite an experience. Two arms 
are put around you, by men or women, that 
makes no difference; you are kissed on the 
left cheek and patted on the right shoulder 
and then you are kissed on the right cheek 
and patted on the left shoulder with elaborate 
wishes for happiness, health and prosperity. 


Mexico, like many other Latin-American 
countries lacks medical assistance, especially in 
the remoter parts of the interior. 

It ‘is not surprising that herbs are used by 
the natives for healing purposes. They claim 
that there is an antidote for every poison-plant 
within one foot of where that plant grows. 

‘Twilight-sleep during confinement was known 
by Mexican women ages ago, long before 
modern medicine hit upon this newest method. 
‘Tea from henbane is used to subdue the pains 
of labor. 

I made a journey into the mountains, not far 
from that part of the country where the 
Mexican Government no longer accepts 
responsibility for anyone who moves more than 
fifteen miles off the highway, in company with 
Diego Rivera, the famous Mexican painter. 

(Continued on page 18.) 
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"THE popular idea of a Sultan’s harem as a 
perfumed prison wherein beautiful captives, 
With no wills of their own, helplessly await the 
despot, has not been always a correct descrip- 
tion. 

It has happened at least once in history that 
the ladies of the harem ruled a vast empire, 
and the pathetic vision evoked by those well- 
known lines “When I was a King in Babylon 
And you were a Christian slave,” was turned 





so completely topsy-turvey¢that the “Christian 
slave” played with a’ Padishah, the “Lord of 
Lords,” as a lioness with a rabbit. 

History, as it is now being rewritten in the 
light of modern research, has pricked various 
bubbles, and in Suleiman the Magnificent, by 
Harold Lamb (my topy from Dymocks; 22/6), 
an astonishing picture is unveiled, 

Suleiman, greatest of the early Turkish 
Sultans, the first of whom smashed the 
Byzantine empire and conquered Constan- 
tinople (now Istanbul), was a contemporary ot 
Queen Elizabeth the First. His empire covered 
much of the Middle East, portions of South 
Russia, Greece, the Balkans, Hungary, and 
extended once to the gates of Vienna. This 
new study of him and his times reveals him 
as a just and temperate man, far ahead of 
his period in thought, more idealistic than the 
jealous, treacherous and wrangling European 
monarchs, his neighbors. 

It was a Christian slave who plotted the only 
outstanding blot upon his reign, She was a 
Russian girl, known as Roxelana, and it was 
due to her hatred that his eldest son, by 
the Circassian slave he had loved before 
Roxelana entered his harem to labor with her 
needle in the linen-room, was murdered by 
him. 

That was the prologue to the incredible 
drama staged later, 

This sixteenth century harem of the Turkish 
Sultans, in the Imperial City of the Golden 
Horn, as its marvellous curving harbor was 
called, was no marble miracle of Arabian 
Nights architecture. The Turks of that day 
lavished attention only upon mosques and 
tombs. It was merely a low range of buildings 
surrounding small fountained courts filled with 
plain, cell-like rooms, and linked by a guarded 
corridor to a similiar set of rooms whee the 
Sultan with his male attendants spent most of 
his time. 

The unquestioned ruler of the harem, in 
accordance with Turkish custom, was the Sultan 
valigen, as the reigning Sultan’s mother was 
titled. She managed everything, apportioning 
work to the slave-girls—all the women in the 
harem were slaves, as the Valideh herself had 
been—and if her son favored one of them, she 
saw that the girl was bathed, massaged, per- 
fumed and dressed fittingly, and provided with 
a private sleeping room. : 

If such a girl bore the Sultan a child, she 
was known as a “Kadin,” and privileged. There 
was no question of marriage; thus the Sultan’s 
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heir had a slave mother, as he himself had 
had. 

Suleiman’s grandson, Murad, —_ became 
enamored of another Christian slave. She was 
a red-haired beauty, child of a noble Venetian 
family, captured by a Turkish sea captain, and 
presented to the Sultan as an acceptable gift. 


ments of his armies and navies obeyed her 
whim, .Cooped inexorably within the crowded 
harem with its beedike cells, she pulled the 
strings to which an empire danced. 

Having borne a son she had become one 
of the Kadins. That was not nearly enough 
for her ambitions. She must be also, unchal- 


.-. Harem Ladies Pulled Strings to Which Empire Danced 


In the harem they called her Safiye, “the Light 
One,” in contrast to.its many brunettes. 

As in the case of Roxelana, this Christian 
damsel did not despair and mourn her fate. 
She embraced it avidly, probably regarding her- 
self as a favorite of destiny, and savagely 
determined to rule the Turkish empire through 
its ruler, 

Her -bitter rival was Murad’s mother, Nur 
Banu, the Sultan Valideh, who also sought to 
run the empire through her child. The 
fantastic period known to the Turks as the 
Reign of the Favored Women had begun. 


Murad, very different from his fine and 
austere grandfather, was a weak voluptuary. 

















She cajoled, advised, playing 


His mother played on this to distract him from 
the too-clever and  too-attractive Safiye. 
‘Through a eunuch, the Captain of the Girls, 
she had the slave markets continually combed 
for fresh beauties‘ for the harem. 

In spite of her opposition however, the red- 
haired Venetian, veiling herself in transparent 
gauze, or sheathing herself in cloth-ofgold, 
continued ‘to cajole and advise the ardent and 
drunken Murad to such purpose that the move- 
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A? Reign ofthe Tanroed Women 


lengeably, the Sultan Valideh-to-be, So, one by 
one, by bribery and promise of favors, she 
staged-managed the assassination of Murad’s 
nineteen other boy children. 


How could a woman as secluded from the 
outside world as a strictly enclosed nun achieve 
such things, The leading women of the harem 
had their eunuch servants who could pass 
beyond the walls. It is said that as well as 
engineering murder and directing Turkish 
armies Safiye was actually in diplomatic com- 
munication with Venice. 

She achieved that for which she had made 


love, plotted and slain. Her son Mehmed 
became Sultan, and she the Sultan Valideh, 





upon the Sultan’s weaknesses. 


Safiye now ruled the harem, and was as 
determined _as ever still to rule the empire. 

Her son must be detained, besotted, within 
the harem, while through his orders, dictated 
by her, and her agents, she pulled the strings 
as before. As in Nur Banu’s time, the Captain 


of the Girls bought lavishly in the slave 
markets: 
Mehmed took after his father, As long as 


(Continued on page $1.) 
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My fis introduction to country pubs was at 
11 p.m. in a dusty Western Queensland 
town. I was shown my room, the bathroom 
was indicated with a general wave of the hand, 
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and the manageress disappeared, leaving a shy 
young thing of—twenty gazing in mournful 
bewilderment, at her new “home.” 

Hot and dusty after the long train journey, 
1 felt my way- through the maze of dark 
‘corridors to the bathroom, cleaned my teeth 
and swallowed a mouthful of water. I dis- 
covered that hot bore water is not good on an 
empty stomach. 

Feeling my way back again, I went throu; 
an open door off the verandah. Heavy breath- 
ing indicated that it was not the hall at all. 
1 backed out noisily, saw the light showing 
beneath another door, so knocked. A gitl 
opened the door. 

“Would you mind showing me the toilet, 
please?” I asked. 

She airily indicated 
retreated. So did I. 

In the pitch blackness, a half-hearted explora- 
tion of the yard failed to reveal anything 
remotely resembling what I sought, so I went 
back upstairs. I confess I listened for sounds ot 
breathing at three doors before I found my own. 

In the daylight things did not seem so bad. 
Mine Host was friendly, so were the manageress 
and other guests. 

Most of us were permanents, and it was not 
long before I was “included” in “things.” The 
only drawback was that it was practically impos- 
sible to get to bed early. 


Determined once to get an early night, T 


the backyard and 


scoffed my evening meal hurriedly, rushed: 


upstairs, cleaned my teeth, and hopped into 
bed fully dressed, intending to change when 
the hotel had quietened a bit. 

I was just in time. Soon there was a knock 
at my door. I lay quietly. Another knock, and 
a familiar voice called my name. I managed 
to refrain from’ laughing, then I heard the 
footsteps move away. Still 1 did not risk 
making any noise, and stayed where I was. 

After ten minutes, the same voice called and 
a thunderous knock shook the room. 

Then the Nair “It's Herb’s birthday, and 








“Did you hear 
anything?” 
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if you won't come to his room for his party, 
we'll have it in here!” 

Whereupon three fellows, carrying beer and 
lemonade, trooped in (no locks on the doors), 
settled themselves on the floor and invited me 
to join them, telling me the while they knew 





1 must be dressed ~ 
as I wouldn't be in 
bed yet. 

I settled myself 
in a corner and 
watched their 
party. They stood 
on-their hands and 
performed other 
equally remarkable °~ 











feats before they 
were ready to 
Jeave. Passers - by 


in the street, which 

my room overlooked, could see in, and 1 
thought miserably that it was no wonder that 
to the old gossips of the town my name 





Diminutive female in striped pyjamas. 


was synonymous with scarlet. woman. 

Fortunately, the next episode happened fairly 
late at night. 

Returning from working late one night, 1 
had just shaken out my pyjamas, and was 
thoroughly startled when a fellow guest, stay- 
ing overnight from his out-of-town station, 
barged into the room and sat heavily at the 
head of my bed near the door. He obviously 
had been celebrating a rare Visit to “civilisa- 
tion.” 

Retreat was impossible as the other door 
opened on to a latticed-off end of the verandah. 
Firmly I said to him: “Don’t be so silly. You 
go to bed!” 

That only inspired him to grab at my waist, 
but the celebration had been thorough and he 
sat down again. Pleading and cajoling failed 
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to move him. Desperate, I stood out of reach 
until he relaxed a little. Then, with a wild 
grab at my pyjamas, I dashed past him through 
the doorway. 

I knocked quietly at Familiar Voice's room. 
He was still awake, and we held a conference 
in the corridor as to what should be done. 
As Familiar Voice was not of the stuff of which 
heroes are made, he did not volunteer to remove 

> the visitor, and 1 
did not suggest it, 
as much from be- 
wilderment as tact. 

Horrified _ then, 
we saw my “guest” 
undo his _ boots, 
drop them’ noisily 











= Artist, CARL LYON. 


on the floor and climb into my bed fully dressed 
--with both doors wide open and the light 
blazing! 

Now what? I was too scared to sleep on 
the vacant bed on the verandah, so I slept 
in Familiar Voice’s room; he slept on the 
verandah, while my guest slept in mine. 

It took me hours to fall asleep, and it 
seemed not long after that I was awakened 
by the guest’s face, now sober and guilt- 
stricken, peering into mine. He mumbled 
“Sorry. So sorry!” and bolted downstairs. Next 
we heard his truck move off, and he did not 
come back to town for months. 

Not long after that the works on which I 
was employed closed down and I went north 
to a mining town. 

I had only been in the hotel two nights 
when things were moving again. 

I read until about 10 p.m., set my hair and 
scuttled into bed. As I was dozing off, I heard 
hurried footsteps in the neighboring room and 
a voice cry “Don’t touch anything until we 
get the police!” 3 

Hairpins and all, I dashed out, expecting to 
see at least one body. Instead, the-room had 
been “done over” in true Hollywood style. 
Drawers had been pulled out of the dressing- 
table, wardrobe doors hung open, locked lids 
were ripped off suitcases, clothes were tumbled 
about, and papers were torn and scattered 
everywhere. 

The policeman fixed his eye on me and said 
“Did you hear anything?” 

With popping eyes I whispered “No,” and 
had visions of being charged with burglary. 
uh!” he said. “Just as well you didn’t. 
You'd probably have stopped a bottle on. the 
head!” 

‘A few nights later, shortly after the bar was 
closed, the sound of thumps and shouts led 
another scared woman and myself to investi- 
gate. A couple of fellows were banging 
another’s head on the floor, and viciously kick- 
ing his limp body. As we were telling each other 
that we must go down and stop titem before 
they killed him, a fying figure pushed past 
us and routed them with plenty of abusive 
language. Like the Lone Ranger, the barmaid 
had arrived in time. 

(Continued on page 25.) 
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(OBODY is better qualified than { am to 
report on the things that go on behind the 
man who is behind the latest inventions, 
Before me at the moment I see a section 
of railway-line in’ miniature, a patent spoon- 
holder, a device to revolutionise the boot-heel 


trade, an innovation to improve the 
safety-pin and an everlasting (?) gas- 
lighter, to mention a few only of the world- 
shaking brain-waves which have linked the 
events of my life like chain between the beads. 

My menfolk have all been ple of vision 
whose taste-buds of ambition were whetted in 
the early part of the century when I was too 
young to involve myself in the pursuit of 
millions and when my father hit en the one and 
only patent which has ever netted us notable 
cash returns, 

It was a simple gadget connected with fy- 

3 a small thing in itself, but one of those 
bright ideas which inspire the remark, “Now— 
why didn’t 7 think of that?” 

The money my father made out of it was 
considerable. Spending the money was pleasant. 
But the unsettling effect of it has not yet died 
down, 

We have since racked our collective brains 
and scraj the bottom of the barrel for “new 
ideas,” through two generations, and nigh on 
forty years. 

‘A goodly portion of the proceeds from the 
original patent was disbursed on a succession of 
patents developed by my uncles and my 
brothers. If there were any bank account left 
I expect our fumbling little sons would feel the 
tribal itch and dream of quick-selling gadgets 
worth “a million pounds.” 

We never, of course, imagine profits in 
smaller figures. ‘ 

The patent railway-line was designed to over- 
come a good proportion of the ills to which 
ordinary ~ railway-lines are subject. Duly 

a ce 
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A small thing when it came off the production line—but the prospects! 









patented, and made up in a suitable form to 
demonstrate its priceless value to the Railway 
Department, it was necessary, as anyone can 
see, to let the Minister for Transport have a 
private “preview” at Emoh Ruo. 

After weeks of anxious comings and goings, 
introductions, suit- 
ably worded letters to 
“the right quarter,” 
the time came when 
our neighborhood was 
stirred by the arrival 
of a Ministerial auto- 
mobile. 


We outdid _our- 
selves in entertaining 
the Great Man, but 1 
am sorry to admit 
that he was impatient 
with father. A lot of 
time had been wasted 
trying to find our 
-singlefront, — two- 
storey terrace house, 
and M.L.A.’s have an 
aversion, it seems, to 
patentees who rope them in on schemes which 
cannot hold water. 

Our hopes faded. We embraced despair. The 
railway line was quite hopeless. 

But hope springs, etc. in the patentee’s 
breast, and’ we plunged almost overnight into 
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the potential millions the menfolk felt were 
to be made out of a slot in the side of a 
saucepan into which a spoon might be thrust 
when awaiting use. What might be called a 
spoon-resting rack between stirs. 

Saucepans were sacrificed recklessly in the 


good cause. Not a voice was raised in criticism. 
In their spare time, father and the boys 
organised production. The phone bill alone 
ran into staggering sums while the spoon-holder 
fever was at its height. Long distance calls to 
Melbourne, Sydney, Adelaide, brought us in 
touch with all aspects of spoon-holding sauce- 
pan markets. if 

I forget just why “that particular project 
fizzled out, but fizzle out it‘did. It may have 





“A million, million pounds!” , 


been the sudden onslaught of new ideas blos- 
soming around the possibilities of making an 
expanding safety-pin that knocked the spoon- 
holder on the head. 

‘We dropped all other patents at the time and 
got out mother’s sewing machine. We stocked 
up with copper wire and bought other odd- 
ments Presumably necessary in the manufactur- 
ing of a complicated device which, at this 
distance of time, appears to me to have had 
few useful aspects. 

‘There was no valid reason for “paying out 
good dough” to have the new expandable pin 
made “outside.” The sewing machine was 
adapted for its new task, and we took it in 
‘turns to treadle. We worked with a will. We 
boxed, and packed, and did various kinds of 
“finishing,” the while we dilated on the pros- 
pects of selling high after making at a low cost. 

One of my brothers, a taxi-driver by’ calling, 
put his heart and soul into salesmanship in his 


. time off from the cab, and I believe we had a 


few orders now and then, but the sewing 

machine developed kinks, the money came in 
too slowly to satisfy our eager hopes. 

At ‘the rate we were going, it would have 

taken us years to make a million pounds. We 
(Continued on page 25.) 
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[7,."% shopbing day at Loper’s Creek, Satur- 
day, the best day of all. 

Nellie, mindful of her fresh white pinafore 
climbed’ to the top of the big gate to hang 
perilously over it so that she might gain an 


A PENNY 


REAL-LIFE SKETCH 


uninterrupted view of the long, straight main 
street. The big blue eyes in her round freckled 
face were alight with excitement beneath the 
straight auburn fringe of her hair. 

She was waiting for Grandma, 

Spirited pairs trotted briskly by, harnessed to 
double-seated buggies, their hooves beating 2 
merry ‘tattoo upon the metalled roadway. 
Children jammed into the back seat of the 
buggies grinned at Nellie as they passed and 
maybe Mama would smile and nod and Papa 
wave his whip, to which Nellie would respond 
with a shy smile, é 

Then, far up the street, came the unmistak- 
able heavy clip-clop of old Major's feet, and 
Nellie suulmed quickly down the bars to 
wrestle with the stubborn catch of the big gate. 

She had propped back one half of it with a 
big stone and was proudly holding back the 
other side as Grandma, sitting bolt upright on 
the seat of the buggy. a rein in either black 
gloved hand, steered the big horse through the 
opening. 

‘A tall, thin woman whose dark serge dress 





‘ “Don't spoil her, Elizabeth, 


emphasised the pale gold of her hair came 
hurrying from the square stone-built house 
into the yard to stand at old Major’s head 
whilst grandma alighted. 
“How are you, Ma?” 
“How are you, Elizabeth?” 
They kissed briefly 
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then _ together 


unharnessed the big bay horse and led him to a 
gorer of the yard where Mama tethered him 

eath a drooping pepper tree and Grandma 
slipped the rope of a feed-bag over his 


FOR NELLIE = 


by MOREEN EDGAR 


“Where's John?” Grandma asked. 

“Busy in the office,” Elizabeth replied while 
Grandma's lips took on a dour line. “And the 
boys?” she queried. 

“Out on the farm, Phillip and Thomas stay 
out there now while Timothy and James go 
out week-ends to help with the sheep.” ‘ 

Grandma's eyes sparkled any . “Far better,” 
she declared, “John had pee on the farm. 
Such utter nonsense moving into the town. 
How does he expect the boys to carry on? They 
should still be at school.” _ 

Going to the buggy she raised the folding 
back with an exasperated jerk and took out 
her shopping basket, then noticing the waiting 
Nellie, she set it down upon the ground to fish 
deeply into the pocket let into the lining at the 
side of her long skirt, and bring out her 
purse. 






‘Let her save her penny.” 


“Waiting for her penny,” Grandma said. 
“What they will do for a penny! Here you are 
y girl” / 
Nellie took the coin, closing her fingers 
tightly over it. % 
“say thank you,” Mama prompted, and Nellie 
obediently murmured the words. 
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The ‘two women went into the house, but 
the little girl still stood in the yard, the penny 
tightly clutched in her palm. All the eager- 
ness had drained from the sensitive little face, 
tears trembled on the thick sandy lashes fring- 
ing her eyes. 

It was not true that she watched for Grandma, 
and opened the gate just to get a penny! 

She watched because she always wanted to be 
the first to see her coming, Grandma meant 
Saturday, and all the excitement of shopping. 

She opened her hand to look down on the 
moist coin lying on her palm. Strange, 
turbulent emotions she did not understand 
shook her. She hated the penny. She would 
not have it. Drawing back her arm, she fun, 
the coin beneath the pepper tree. where oli 
Major champed busily and noisily into his 
feed-bag. - 


“Come Nellie.” It was Mama calling, and 
Nellie ran indoors. Mama untied the strings 
of her pinafore and took it off, placed her 
“Sunday” hat upon her head and tied the 
ribbons beneath her chin, Mama had donned 
her own Slt hat, the big black one with 
the roses on it that she always wore to church. 

‘Together they went out to help Grandma lift 
a box of butter and from the buggy. 
Mama helped Grandma carry it across the road 
and into Mr. Piner’s store. 

Mr. Piner, himself, bustled Pesdtiaac with 
respectful ting to take the box. feville. 
Timms whe wad ehind the counter began to 
stack the pounds of yellow butter. : 

“Ten dozen eggs,” Grandma said and Mr. 
Piner wrote on a slip of paper. Then Grand- 
ma took out her shopping list and began to 
quote from it to Neville who placed each 
article upon the counter for Grandma's inspec 
tion before placing it in the now-emptied 

OX. 

Nellie wandered over to the oj poe counter, 
behind which fruit: and vegetables were piled 
high on the shelves and above them, on other 
shelves, rows of glass bottles filled with highly- 
colored sweets, 

Mama was deep in conversation with Mrs. 
Murphy, and presently Mrs. Timms joined 
them. Grandma, her grocery order filled, joined 
them and they all shook hands, Nellie drifted 
to Mama’s side for a moment, then, tiring ot 
the animated talk of Joe and Ellen and Bill 
and Maud, wandered back to the sweets 
counter to watch, fascinated, whilst Tommy 
Murphy chose four different lolly sticks for his 
penny. 

He clasped the bag tightly, casting suspicious 
eyes upon Nellie, i 

Mama came over with Grandma to the 
counter and they chose fruit and vegetables. 

(Continued on page 30.) 
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Australian Serial Novel by Grace Isobel Livingstone 








HENA said it was.’ 
Wigan did not trouble 
to put any prefix to his 
elderly relations’ names. 
“Yes, at first.” Audrey 
gestured impatiently. “But 
she made a mistake. You've 
got it all wrong. When 
usin Walter came in he 
said he'd heard"—— 
“Phena usually knows 
what she’s talking: about.” 
Wigan had got over his 
embarrassment, There was a 
snap to his tone as he inter- 
wpted: Audrey glowered at 





“Yes, but she hadn’t seen 
Muriella for years and years, 
and I suppose she naturally 
thought that was who it 
might be. But if Muriella 
died at Wattlebridge she 
couldn’t have been here. 

“Besides, Cousin Mifanwy 
said it couldn’t be. She said 
Muriella’s ears had been 
pierced for one thing, and 
this other woman's hadn't. 
She knew as soon as she 
looked at her”—— 

Wigan interrupted again. 

“Oh, Mitanwy?.. Mifanwy 
doesn’t always tell all she 
knows by any means.” 

Which was so exactly what 
Audrey herself had thought 
once or twice in the past 
days that for the moment 
she had no answer. 

She looked up in helpless 
exasperation as a shadow 
fell across the open window, 
and found herself looking 
into Stuart Smythe’s eyes. 

He held a pair of garden- 
ing shears and was appar- 









ently bent on an hour of 
work in the garden. 





and seated “himself in an 
easy-chair. 

He looked far more at 
home in his surroundings in 
his grass-stained overalls and 
heavy boots than Wigan in 
his. well-cut clothes. Perhaps 
it was not unnatural that 
Wigan should make the mis- 
take he did. 


“We were really having a_ 


family conference,” _ Wigan 
explained blandly, “but as 
you're practically one of the 
family I expect you know 
what’s been going on, Per- 
haps better than we do, in 
fact.” 

“Well, yes, I think it’s pos- 
sible that I do,” returned 
Stuart thoughtfully. 

ff he was surprised at 
being accepted so readily as 


Mrs. Rollinson also looked Artist, CLIVE GUTHRIE. one of the family, he saw 


round 
shadow. 

“Oh, the gardener, I see,” 
she said. “Perhaps Wigan 
had better shut the window. 
We don't know what tales 
he might aT 

“He's not the gardener,” 
Audrey was short. A soft 
tap sounded at the front 
door before she could ex- 
plain further, “I think he 
‘wants to speak to me.” 

She went to open the 
door, 

“About those roses of 
an began = Stuart 

yythe, entering without 
invitation. “I don’t think 
it would do any harm 
to prune them a bit more, 
do you? You'll have a 
lot of wood rowing to- 
wards the middle of the 
bush if they're left the 
wy they are now.” 

fe seemed to find it 
necessary to follow her, or 
rather to propel her un- 
obtrusively in the direction 
of the lounge while he made 
this speech, and to close the 
door gently, shutting himselt 
in with the company, by the 
time he had finished it. 

His inquiring glance 
seemed to ask, in the friend- 
liest way possible, whether 
the visitors did not agree 
with him on the subject of 
pruning. 

“I don't know. It’s very 
good of you to trouble about 
it at all,” Audrey was rather 
taken aback by the situation. 


uneasily at his 


“But won't you sit down and 
have a cup of tea first?” 
Because she was flustered 
she performed the introduc- 
tions as badly as many 
people do when they have 
three-quarters of their atten- 


“What a gossip- 
ing old woman 
ou are!” ex- 
claimed Audrey. 


tion on some 
other _ business 
altogether. 

“My cousin, 
Mrs. Rollinson, 
Mr. Rollinson.” 

Stuart ‘Smythe 
acknowledged the 
introductions grace- 
fully, placed his 
gireniog, shears care- 

fully on-the tiles of the fire- 
place, accepted a cup of tea, 





Synopsis—The Vane household is thrown into confusion when the body of an elderly 


waman 





her ailing mother and Neville, her brother, carries the burden of the conjlict. 
Smythe, on a visit to his sister, who lives next door, offers his help t 

Phena recognises the dead woman as Muriella Redfern, an eccentric 

relation, but news comes that Muriella. died at her home two 


found in the guest-room of their suburban home. Daughter Audrey, to protect 


Stuart 
the girl. Cousin 
Speer and distant 

ys earlier, The 








Rollinsons, mother and son Wigan, related and antagonistic to the Vanes, come to 


the house. 
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no reason why he should y, 


object tD the description, 























With inward amusement 
he wondered why the Rollin- 
son fellow, who could not be 
very much younger than 
himself, should be treating 
him with an obvious show of 
deference. 
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Audrey’ could not en- 
lighten him; she had not 
heard what they said.’ Mrs. 
Rollinson, seeing the young 
men en in conversa- 
tion, was taking the oppor- 
tunity to ask a few low- 


voiced questions about Mrs. 


Vane's health, 

She might have continued 
to “enjoy herself thus 
indefinitely if her son had 
not recalled her to the 
business in hand. : 

“We were talking about 
whether Muriella died here 
or at Wattlebridge, Mother.” 

“Oh, yes, dear. Yes, so 
we were.” Reluctantly Mrs. 
Rollinson returned to the, 
object of their visit. 

“You don’t understand.” 
Audrey tried to be patient. 
“She couldn't have died 


re, 
“Quite apart from Cousin 
Mifanwy saying it wasn't, 
and being able to prove it 
too, by the way her hair 
grew and things like that, 
there was the letter Cousin 
Walter had from Wattle- 
bridge. 

“Perhaps you didn’t hear 
about that?” 
“Oh yes, I heard about it.” 


“Well, 
Muriella had died in Wattle- 
bridge the day before this 
other woman came here.” 

(Continued on page 31.) 


that was to say 
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BETWEEN OURSELVES 


_ “Madre”: Always she was dressed like a school- 
girl of fourteen, with bobby socks and her hair 
in plaits, but her face was that of a woman of 
thirty. She was always with an old woman 


who held her by the hand, We thought her ° 


a little simple, “until we knew her story. It 
was the mother who was going queer and 
thought her daughter was a schoolgirl whom 
she loved to take walking. The daughter 
dressed to please her. 
ek OR ® é 
-, “North Star”: Mr. Downway and his de-facto 
share the love-nest all week, happy as birds in 
the grove. Mrs. D. comes home from her job 
in the city for week-ends and De-facto retires 
to the back bedroom, but that does not prevent 
her from indulging in verbal combat with 
Mrs. D. At meal-times we are invariably 
amused by the sight of Mr. D., who places a 
ladder at the window of his imprisoned lady 
fair and scrambles up with a couple of filled 
plates and a cup of tea. What we are dying 
to know is if Mrs. D. does the cooking for her 
rival in Mr. D.’s affections, or if D. does the 
job himself? 
eo 


ek 
“Stu”: Hers is a heart of gold, but, oh dear, 
her conversation is hard to follow. Coming 
home from shopping, I met her at her gate. 
She offered me a lily bulb and went straight 
on. “You bought a mattress? We got a new 
one last Winter with a sort of cord around 
the sides. It has a lovely perfume and white 
flowers right up both sides. Don’t put any 
manure on it though; it rots the bulb.” 
OR RR 
“Mirrabooka”; Neighbor is the mother of 
four. Youngest started at Kinder and she 
sighed with contentment as she, at last, tasted 
a few hours of real freedom. I was, therefore, 
most surprised to learn, three months later, 
that she had “started again.” “It was your 
hospital washing did it,” she explained. “When 
I smelt those tiny nighties Ecalgat em the 
nursery, 'I knew I would just to have 
another!” : 
ek Oe OK 
“Pomona”: Visitors to Adelaide please note. 
“I never drink water when I’m staying in 
Adelaide,” my dainty, elderly visitor from our 
backblocks was emphatic. “Reservoir water is 
intolerable after drinking rain water, so I 
always take a bottle of rum or brandy. and 
flavor it.” I would like to see the faces of 
observers when Miss Fastidity takes a tumbler. 
* * 


“Mandy”: As I called for her to come on 
the shopping expedition we had planned, she 
steamed up from the corner shop laden ‘with 
“home-made” cakes. She tipped them on to 
wire coolers and left them uncovered on the 
kitchen table. “There!” she sighed, as she hid 
the bags. “When Bert comes home and sees 
evidence of a morning's baking, he won’t mind 
tinned steak and vegies for tea. But if he 
thinks I've just had a whacking good ay in 
town with no thought of his needs, he'll a 
martyr all night!” 
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WINTER EVENING. 
(For tHE Mrrror.) 

Across a shy of steel . 

The silver birches weave an ink-meshed web, 

And pruned oaks 

Deny, with naked savageness, the life 

Within their grey and twisted skeletons, 


A perfect landscape for my tear-filled eyes 
To look upon—the quiet, frozen peace 

That enters even feeling. 

All too soon 

The mystic conflict must begin again— 
Myself against the Spring, the Summer, Autumn, 


I know the sleeping enemies so well 
That I still have to fight. The lovely chain 
That lilac or the almond-blossom weaves 
About my heart to draw me back to you; 
The scent of lilies in the Summer dush; 
The dread yet sweet infection that is hid 


In shining mist around the moon of March 


And April's mortal fever. 


So tonight 
My grief will be caught in a spangled web, 
And love become as one with all the stars 
That shine behind it. Bright as they and pure. 
So bright, so pure! And just as far away! 

vic. M. Brabiy. 

ee OR OK 

“Kepp”: Though scared of dogs, Neph, six, 
surprised Sis by his request for a pup. “Boys 
what's got their own pups aren't scared of 
dogs,” he reasoned. Sis thought it good 
psychology and bought a pup, with the desired 
result. 

ee RK 

“Lia”: Next-door rascals had opened the fowl- 
yard ddor and the hens were in the vegetable 
patch. The children could not drive them 
back until they called the dog. owls, peas, 
feathers and lettuce flew in all directions. Mum 
heard the commotion and came to investigate. 
“What can we tell your father?” she scold 
“He's so proud of his garden.” “Tell him a 
dog came in and had a fight with Towser,” 
suggested one rascal. “Well, pick up all those 





VERSE-WRITING. 


FOUR Muzor articles on versecraft in the 

series EMOTION aND Worps and THE 
MELopy or Worns have been collected into 
@ pamphlet of 8 pages, THE ART OF VERSE 
Warrinc and may be obtained for one 


shilling the set, post free. 


They make together a complete course in 
versecraft. As a concession to study circles, 
groups and classes, 25 copies will be 
supplied for one guinea, post free. 

The Sub-Editor 





‘THE AUSTRALIAN WOMAN’S MIRROR 


‘The mouse!” 


feathers. You'll be in for a hiding if he finds 
out the truth.” I was taking in my wash when 
Dad inspected his -vegies. “What the blazes 
did ‘this?’ he exploded. “Tim let the fowls 
out, then sooled the dog on them,” said his 
Ma. “Why did you tell him?” challenged the 
boy after the hiding. “Because you went for 
your life, leaving me to tell your lies,” she 
said. “I'll tell lies to get myself out of trouble, 
but I'm darned sure I’m not telling lies for 
you kids.” 
ee OR & 

“Georgina”: “‘And what are you going to 
call the baby?” I asked Mrs. Nabe. “Well, I've 
always wanted Anne, but Ma-in-law has beaten 
me to it.” “What? Don’t tell me she has a 
baby too?” “Oh, no, But she has always 
been against the name, so a few weeks ago 
she bought a puppy and has called it Anne. 
She knows very well I wouldn't use it now, so 
it looks as though the name she chose will! 
be what Baby will get after all.” 

x oe OR 

“Siva”: Miss Seven offered to provide badges 
for the Toughen’s flying gang. After a busy 
hour she presented them. The gahg boss was 
affronted at- the pink ribbon bows stitched on 
white satin, but he does love Seveny. Later 
I was invited to an investiture where the proud 
littlies each received a badge and became a 
member of the Flying ‘Fairies Gang. Grinning 
apologetically, the boss explained to me: “That's 
our Ladies’ Auxiliary.” 

i * RR & 

“Tuan”: Week-end at her intended’s and 
Elsie cut the engagement. hat happened?” 
we asked. “Well,” said Elsie, “Ma had them 
all under her thumb and they all jumped to it. 
Then to finish everything, I went to give my 
shoes a quick lick over before going to the 
pictures, and she saw me and said ‘Run and 
get_mine out of my wardrobe and do them 
while you're doing yours.’ We'd been planning 
to live there for a while, but not for this 
child. He took the ring back all right. Said 
I should have been proud to do shoes. 





x Ok 


“Nostradamus”: Friend has recently moved 
into a short street in which every’ house, 
including her own, is occupied by a tenant. 
Seemingly the others do not consider it neces- 
sary to give any attention to the grounds, which 
are indeed in such condition that the Army 
could well use them to provide jungle-warfare 
training. Friend began to set out gardens and 
established a lawn in front of her house. The 
first time she went to mow it the mower threw 
up dozens of small pebbles. The street had 
recently been repaired and loose gravel had 
been left behind by the workmen. Neighbors 
seemingly resented Friend’s “snobbishness” and, 
to show her what was what, had made a 
practice of grabbing a handful of gravel each 
time they passed her house and tossing it on 
the lawn, 
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FROZEN FANTASY. 
(For THE Mrrror.) 
Oh, to look down on the sleeping city, 
Poised half as high as the stark full moon— 
Beat of black wings to a wondrous ditty, 
Hummed by the wind, a shrill, reckless tune— 
Winged horse's rider white as the moon. 
For one wears'no veil as one clings in flight 
To broad black pinions that steeply soar 
Into the rapture of freedom and night; 
the garments the witch-maiden’ wore 
Are shed like scruples if she would soar. 


In a magazine devoted to art : 
I saw it, the picture... Now the wind 
Has risen with full moon. Oh, my heart, 
What must I speak that witch-horse to find? 
What's the spell if I'd ride the night-wind? 
The night-wind...  Br-rr—I’ll have to turn 
higher 
The radiator, the rgom’s gone chill. 
It’s just the night for a gum-log fire; 
Bed’s an enchantment, say what you will. 
What spell helped witches to scorn a chill? 
‘TAS, ANNE Bourne. 
* oe OK Ok 
“Eebea”: Chatting to Mrs. Downstreet when 
her Niney asked if he and his six-year-old 
cousin, who was staying with them, could 
"said Mum. “It 
r poor little Sixey. He 
‘That wouldn't matter,” 
rave voice. “I'll carry 
“You carry him,” said 










might get tire: 
said Niney in a big 
him if he does.” 











Mum, “with that heavy iron on eg 
and all, You couldn't carry him, “or 
course I can,” said Niney, “I always carry 


him piggy-back if he gets tired when we're 
out playing. Don’t I, Sixey?” Sixey said 
“Yes, of course,” so, mumbling something 
about the blind leading the blind, Mum 
fished out the money. Cheshire cats would 
not have been in it with those lads. 

* 


“Dee-em”: Granddad asked the butcher 
for a pound of ready-rubbed steak, Mince 
‘was what he wanted. 


Ok OK OK 
“Weelara”: Asparagus bed his pride and 

joy, though he did not like asparagus hii 
self, However, he insisted on his 
including a couple of asparagus sandwiches 
in his lunch each day “for a mate in the 
office.” Wife discovered that the mate was 
the blonde typist, so she prepared the 
asparagus sandwiches as usual, but put @ 
couple of garden worms in each sandwich. 
Blonde lost her appetite for asparagus san 
wiches after that and refused to believe 
that it was not a silly practical joke on 
the part of the giver. 

xe OR OK 


“Andre Preparatory to moving, our 
merry little widow was having a clean up. 
Sweeping a pile of rubbish, I came across, 
of all things, her marriage lines, Airily 
she tossed them back on the heap. “Yes, 

I meant you to burn them. They’re no earthly 
use to me now, are they?" she said brightly. 
ek Ok 


“Mater”: “What did Tom say when you. told 
him he was to be a papa?” we asked. “He was 
thrilled,” admitted Bridie, “though I didn’t 
break the news as romantically as I'd planned. 
I had made soup for the next night, and put 
it in a big jug to cool. Tom was helping 
me clear up ‘after tea and I noticed the jug 
was empty. ‘Where's the soup?’ I asked, indicat- 
ing the jug. ‘Oh, that, he said, ‘I thought it 
was dirty water and poured it down the sink. 
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I began to cry. ‘Why don’t you grow up,’ he 
,T 


said. ‘You're just a child’ ‘Is that 
retorted. ‘Fuririy sort of child, seeing I'm 
going to have a baby.’ We didn’t care 


what happened to the soup after that,” she 
chuckled. eee 


* oe OK Ok 
Rice”: Had known the old lady a long 
time, but had not seen her son, Each time 
we. met she would say “You just must 
meet my son; he’s such a good boy I don't 
know what I would do without him.” Then’ 
I came up to her in the street where she was 
on the arm of a cheery-looking old gentleman. 
She beamed. “This is my son,” she said proudly. 
J, rather foolishly, had thought of him as 
about eighteen. He is sixty-one. 
ek OK Ok 


“Ceres”: Acquaintance only, yet she related 
how she had “commercialised” her husband's 
worst failing. “He loves to’ lend,” she said, 
“and our neighbors are terribly slow at return- 
ing. When he'd need anything, I used to offer 
Til ask for it back’ "No, he'd say, ‘they're 
our neighbors. I'd rather go without than ask 
for a thing to be returned.’ So I got back 
all the odd things he had lent and sold them. 
So far he’s doing without the grass-catcher, a 


























Food for the favorites. Tom Thumb and his 

mate, Lone Barn Lucy, stoke up at a celebratary 

dinner before the running of the. One Hundred 

Guineas, chief event of the English Donkey 
Club’s racing year. 


pair of shears, the atomiser and the rake.” 
Oh, to witness the day of reckoning! 
ek OK O* 

“Applex”: Coachload of chattering Winter 
tourists poured into our seaside resort. Mostly 
elderly people, all had cameras, and their 
shutters were soon clicking merrily. Suddenly 
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an over-enthusiastic American lady clutched at 
her spouse. “What a cute little ole Town Hall. 
I just must get a shot of it for our local 
pape The party soon was on its way and 
my nips grinned delightedly. Would have been 
a shame to spoil her fun. The “cute little ole 
Town Hall” is our Surf Pavilion, No doubt 
readers of that paper back in the States will 
wonder why our Urban Centre has a boatshed 
and ramp, but no garagel 


* 
“Jabberwock”: Neighbor's Seveny is brilliant 
in one direction: he spends all his spare time 
making up short stories. All these literary 
efforts are of the one kind—murder. Some of 
the situations he creates are really ingenious, 
but it is surprising how often his parents 
feature as the victims of the murder plots. “I 
put them in the stories because I like it that 
he explains, 
* 











* ok 
a”; Wireless is Gran’s main interest in life: 
plays and serials her first choice. So he) 
up in these stories is Gran that she believes 
the characters are persons she knows in real 
life. “I know that's Doctor Medic,” she claims. 
“I can recognise his voice. He's going under a 
different name so his patients won't know him, 
He wouldn’t know so much about opera- 
tions and illnesses if he wasn’t a doctor.” 
The family hopes her eyesight will not fail 
before television comes to convince her ot 

her mistake, 

ek OK 
Gi": Overheard: “Where ’y’ going to- 
night? . Not with that bodgie fellow?” 
“No.". “Not with the married one?” “No.” 
“Well, who 'y’ going with?” “Me girl- 
friend.” “C1 pet. has it come, to that?” 
ek OF 


“Marguerite”: It was a tiny grave, very 
old and obviously bricked over by inexpert 
hands. Set into the concrete in blue 
marbles was the one word Epna. At least 
the marbles had been there. Some creature 
had gone to pains to chip them out, 
leaving only fragments of glass behind. 

* 


“Bougets”: Gran has had a very lonely 
life in the far-north. She was reading 
Between Ourselves and she sighed a- little. 
“Do you know, dear, when I pass on,” she 
T think I'll miss this little book most 










* oe OR 
“Barkis”: Coming into the chemist’s 
shop, she asked for a good strong nerve 
tonic. “Something that will act quickly,” 
she said, “I’m getting married next week.” 
“You don’t look nervous,” remarked the 
chemist. “I'm. not,” she said with all her 
nineteen-year-old aplomb. “The tonic’s for 

Mum.” : 
* * 


*k O* : 

“Viole”: At crack of dawn I heard Mrs. 
Neighbor from beneath her house ‘lament- 
ing that the wood had to be chopped to 
cook the breakfast and that the axe was 
missing. From his bed on the verandah came 
Neigh’s sleepy voice: “Sonny, get up at once 
and find the axe for your mother.” Then, 
apparently satisfied that he had done: his best, 
he snored on. i 


* ek Ok 

“Susie”: Loud praise for Mr. Dairyman, who 
is always ready to lend a helping hand in 
an emergency. Then Mrs. President said “1 
wonder how many people thank Missus D. No 
man can spend so much time helping neighbors 

ithout leaving extra chores for his wife and 
‘Thoughtful silence, 
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“Yarmi”: “Mummy, come quickly, he’s 
blind!” I raced out. There on the fence was 
our owl who had somehow left his mate in 
the high gum. He sat on the fence staring 
unseeing into the sunlit glare. The prowling 
cat was shut inside; then the Rejecting 
each helpful suggestion, the children divided 
the hours to guard him. Suddenly he 
spread his wings, flew straight at a tree, 
expertly picked off a grub as he wheeled, 
and’ settled on the chimney top. Miss 
Seven broke the astonished silence with: 
“Pity he isn't a kookaburra. Then he 
could laugh at us out oud.” 

* 





* 

“Int”: Teena speaking: “One of the 
young marrieds in our square-dance set is 
going to have a baby, but we're not telling 
till after the competition is over. It'd 
spoil the set if everyone knew that.” Why, 
oh, why? 


* ek Kk Ok 

“Lingra”: Hospital chatter; Mrs. Fifth 
Boy: “Well, I'd rather bring a boy into 
the world, anyway. Wouldn't like a girl 
on my conscience. ‘They have such a 
rotten time of it.” Mrs, First Girl: “I 
wouldn't care to have five boys on mine. 
It’s them that cause all a girl’s trouble.” 
J preferred Seveny’s attitude as he gazed 
ata stumbling new calf and said in a 
little voice: “Mummy, it must be the most 
Wonderful thing in the world, being 

rn.” 


ek OK * 

“Mumma”; Once a week she sneaked 
off to an afternoon Housie game un- 
beknown to her lord and masfer, who 
strongly disapproves of gambling. A month 
ago she found her mother-in-law seated 
at the next table. Startled looks, then 
the younger woman explained that she ~ 
was there without her husband’s knowledge. 
Relief showed on the older woman's face. 
“Good, then it’s a secret. Dad doesn’t know 
I'm here either.” Now they go together each 
week, share winnings (if any) and have an 
enjoyable afternoon, 





* Ok * 

“Torricna”: Reading in the society news that 
Doctor Curem’s daughter is to be presented at 
Buckingham Palace, recalls a day many years 
ago, when I found my son and the doctor's 
lass operating on a hen, to find where the 
eggs came from. The hen was alive, but, luckily, 
the kitchen knife was blunt, and the would-be 
surgeons had hacked only a few feathers and 
a scrap of skin, 


* ok Ok 

“Byrnes”: Would. I assist her to wrap pennies 
in silver-paper? I did. Then: Would I help 
her lift all the heavy furniture and ease a 
silver-papered penny under each leg while she 
eased the two-shilling pieces out? “Hub puts 
two-shilling pieces under all the furniture for 
balance,” she explained. “When I'm broke L 
take them out and ‘substitute pennies. When 
I can, I replace them one at a time, ready 
for next time.” 





xo Ok O® 

“Decor”: “How strange,” said Niece’s high- 
school teacher, when I told her Niece had 
measles, “that’s twice now.” “No, only 
‘once”—— I began, and she explained. She 
had been giving a lesson on the clinical thermo- 
meter, and, selecting Niece at random from her 
class of forty, had discovered a temperature of 
100 degrees and sent the girl to the sick-room. 
“Last year the girl I chose registered one 
hundred and two and later developed scarlet 
fever,” she ended. 
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pic ‘ut one over the Old Man,” she 


‘iumphed as she showed off her model hat. 
“Remember the scare about a wool shortage a 
couple of years back? Well, he gave me money 
to buy him Winter woollies to keep in reserve. 
He needed new ones this Winter, so I took a 
shot in the dark and asked him for the money. 





Pistol - packin’ parents. 

during the Mau Mau worries, European 

escort their childten to and from school, 
little tpss still can smile, 


In Nairobi, Kenya, 
rents 
The. 


He forgot about the reserve and came good. I 
can easily say I bought the hat cheap at a 
sale.” She smiled at her attractive reflection 
in the mirror, 
ek OK 

“Billo”: “There's more than one way to 
skin a cat,” smirked Mrs. Over-the-way. “Her 
High-and-mightiness in the end house refuses 
to have my kids in her yard because they swear. 
I'm going down there Saturday night to put 
‘empty beer bottles everywhere: I know they're 
having visitors early Sunday and that'll fix her. 
The garbage man doesn’t come until Monday, 
so she'll have to stack 'em somewhere and the 
visitors will be Bound to spot ‘em.” 


* 
Sobs shook her. “It’s my new boy- 
friend,” she wailed. “Last week-end I gave 
Mum the week-end off and did all the cooking 
myself and he did seem to enjoy it. But he 
hasn’t been to work for two days now, and 1 
know it must have been something he ate.” 
Later, however, I observed her running to 
answer a phone call at a neighbor's house 
and by the bright sunny smile knew all was well. 
She has just been to borrow some of my recipes 
and told me he had a chill and it was not her 
cooking after all. 
* * Ok 


* 

“Matta”: Old gentleman was meticulously 
dressed. He tried to read his newspaper while 
Boy Four on the train seat beside him “played 
up,” and, seemingly unperturbed, he tolerated 
slaps at the paper, sticky fingers on his trousers 
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and a mighty kick on the shins, Mother 
remained completely unconcerned. Arriving at 
her station, she grabbed Boy Four and started 
to push past. “Madam,” said the O.G., “I 
must congratulate you on the thorough training” 
you have given your little boy.” She beamed. 
“No child could be so utterly rude unless 

he had been well taught.” He went on 
reading his paper. 

*. e 


* 
“Donella”: Everyone surprised when 
Milly announced her engagement to Tom 
Carpenter instead of to the town’s most 
eligible bachelor, our young medico. “Oh, 
yes,” she replied to questioners, “I’m very 
fond of Roland, but not as a husband. 
Have you ever rung a doctor during the 
night? You'll find it’s always the wife 
who answers the phone. When I go to bed 
I want a good night's sleep.” 
haere 
“Marie May's Great commotion round 
the bird-bath on the lawn, and much angry 
twittering. Went to investigate and found 
a thin film of ice on the water. I broke 
it up for them, 


* OR 
“Odors”; Teena had had a trying time 
at the perfume bar choosing something to 
please her Johnny. He thought lilac too 
strong, wallflower too masculine. Gran 
was disgusted. “I know what perfume 
Grandpa liked best,” she declared, Teena 


seemed amazed that he should have 
thought about such things. “Oh! What 
was it, Gran?” she asked. “Roast beef,” 


snapped Gran. 


* 

“Tabores”: “My dear, I'm worn out,” she 
said, “There's a man putting up a garage 
for us. He's a non-smoker and takes about 
ten minutes only for his lunch, The way 
he works I daren’t let him see me relaxing, and 
just keep going on. - I'll have to go to the pic: 
tures this afternoon so I can get some rest. 


(For THE MIRROR.) : 

I can face bravely now the hour of your going, 

The sun I know will still shine, the dew and 
the rain fall, : 

‘And little winds of Springtime down valley 

“ways be blowing, | 

While silver silence trembles at a bellbird’s 

call, 


There'll be evenings long and languid, 
enchanted midnights dreaming, ; 
And dawnings mauve and misted upon a hilt 
aglow. ; : 
Yes, noon in grassy places with the dandelions 
gleaming— 
T know, I know. 


And song—oh, sweet, for singing, and happt- 
ness for making; 
There'll be beauty still to gladden and an 
old faith to keep, : 
And dreams, and little laughter at need against 
heart breaking, 
Then, when the heart is wearied beyond 
desire, sleep. 


I can face bravely now the hour of your going, 
Who still have left one hour with you to 
dwell upon, a. 
And loveliness incarnate through every moment 
flowing— 
But, oh, when you are gone... 
@ ERICA PARKER. 
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H™® is a simple little needlework design 
by Bertha Maxwell which will turn your 
plain blouse into a very pretty one. Whether 
you make it yourself or buy the garment ready- 
made matters not, as the stitchery is done last 
of all in the making. . 

It is shown here as it might appear on a 
simple turn-over collar, and down the front 
one side only, but you can adapt it to 
any shape of ‘collar, or omit the collar 
altogether. 

‘Trace the leaf shapes from the Mirror page, 
and do not, omit, the straight line as a guide 
for the front’ edges, but of course you may 
place the pattern for stitching nearer or further 
to the front line. 

















Use clean carbon-paper for transferring the 
design to the material, and trace it as lightly 
as possible, so that it-is easily covered by the 
stitches. Buttonholi all round the leaves 
will permit the small pieces of cutwork beside 
the leaves, but these may be left out for satin- 
stitched work. 

Use a thread to match the material in color, 
or a pastel contrast, The dots for the veins 
are best satined. Keep all the work firm and 
rather boldly worked to be effective, 

This design is suitable also for beading— 
and for sequins, which should be kept within 
the outline of the leaves for shapeliness. 

Turn your traced design over for the other 
side of the blouse front. 








A PATCHWORK QUILT 


YOU may: have always. been fascinated by 
the idea of making a patchwork quilt, but, 
like myself, had a very vague idea of how it 
was, carried out. 

I knew that the patches were small, varie- 
gated, evenly six-sided shapes, and there was 
some kind of padding at the back. Recently 1 
met an old pioneer lady of 98 who had made 
midny in her day, and who still used the rather 
battered “master” pattern that had been given 
to her as a girl years ago in England. 

The “Master” pattern is made in very hard 
cardboard or, preferably, metal. 
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With an ordinary child’s compass draw a 
circle lin. in radius, and on the circumference 
make points exactly lin, apart all round, It 
this is done accurately the distance between 
each point will be even. With a ruler connect 
each point in a straight line and cut (Fig. 1). 

From this pattern you will need to make 
at first 20 or 30 similar shapes, but in a very 
much thinner cardboard about the consistency 
of a light shoe-box. é 

Now prepare the patches. 

These should be as varied as possible with 
about one half of the number in plain colors, 


Fig. 3. 
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FOR ‘BROIDERERS 


LEAVES FOR A BLOUSE, 







DESIGN RIGHT SIZE 
FOR TRACING 











as these show up the floral pieces. The patches 
need not be cut accurately, but must be large 
enough to allow you to fold over your light 
cardboard shapes and roughly stitch to make 
taut (Fig. 2). 

Make two in this manner, place the outsides 
face to face and topsew firmly along one ot 


Fig. 2. 


the six sides, avoiding as much as possible 
piercing the cardboard (Fig. 8). 

Straighten the work flat and you will’ have 
two patches firmly and neatly attached to each 
other with almost , invisible stitches 
(Fig. 4). 

Once a patch has been completely surrounded 
by others on its six sides then its inner 
cardboard. can be removed by snipping the 
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rough tacking threads 
used initially in keeping the 
material taut, and used 
again and again. 

The manner in which the 
covered shapes are joined is 
-largely a matter of indivi- 
dual taste. One good way 
is to join seven pieces to- 
gether—one in the centre 
and, the rest along each ot 
its six sides—making a kind 
of daisy. This gives some 
idea of how the color com- 
binations are. working out. 
The “daisies” can be joined 
as they are made or coilected 
for later. 

Another method is to 
begin with a “daisy,” make 
it the centre of the whole 
quilt and working out in a 
circular fashion. 

The advantage of making 
small separate areas to be 
joined later is that it allows 
You to carry the work about 
with you very easily, but on 
the other hand takes a great 
many more cardboard 
shapes, as most of them 
cannot be removed until the 
final putting-together. 

For the lining of the quilt 
1 made, I bought sufficient 
material of the kind that is 
already padded with cotton- 
wool and generally used for 
making dressing-gowns and 
bed-jackets, 

I used a dark blue and 
allowed enough for a border 
all round, about 4in. wide, 
attaching the irregular edg- 
ing of the patchwork to 
it with blue feather-stitch- 
ing. 

I also used this stitch 
diagonally across the quilt 
to keep the top part and the 





lining together, keeping 
the whole thing from sag- 
ging. 


Never cover the “master” 
pattern, and always cut your 
shapes from it, not from each 
other, as the secret of a 
successful quilt is partly that 
all the patches should fit 
exactly into each other. 


Try to keep the materials 
as evenly distributed as pos- 
sible, and avoid having too 
many of the one color or 
toning together. This is 
sometimes difficult if you are 
waiting for friends to pro- 
duce new varieties! 

For a bed 3ft, 6in. wide, 
allowing sufficient to hang 
down each side and also 
comfortably enfold a large 
pillow, you will require 
approximately 1500 patches. 

This sounds a lot, but the 
making of a quilt is never 
a job to be undertaken 
against time, and it is sur- 
prising how much can be 
achieved by having the work 
near by and by using odd 
minutes to cut cardboard or 
cover a few shapes. 

Of course you can first try 
your hand and patience in 
making a patchwork 
case, teacosy or child's bed- 
cover.—M.K.G. 

———~——— 


“Who Knows ??’— 


(Continued from page 3.) 
Near the house where we 
stayed overnight a man was 
lying in the street foaming 
at the mouth, We were 
told he had been bitten by 
a mad dog, and that there 
might be a possibility to 
save his life if we could get 
someone to bring an old 
medicine man who lived 
near-by. 

We were lucky enough to 
find a man who was able to 
persuade the old Indian to 
come down. He brought 
with him a packet of herbs 
from which a tea was 
brewed; ordered the patient 
to be tied to a tree and 
given the tea every hour, 
When the dangerous period 
had passed he was brought 
to a native hut where the 
treatment was carried on. 
He had recovered within a 
couple of days. 





FRENCH FLOWER 
MAKING KITS 


Start now to learn this enjoy- 


able handicraft. The kit in- 
ible item 


heating burner, velvet and 
material stiffener, paste, wire, 


tracing and crepe paper, pencil, 


needle, peg, cotton, wool, 


brushes for tinting, colour dishes 

and 7 bottles of tints, stamens and 
materials. ‘The full kit complete with 
instructions only 108/. 


GLOBAL MAIL ORDER PTY. LTD., 
59-61 GOULBURN 8T., SYDNEY, N.8.W. 
Send Cash with Order—Money-back Guarantee 
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I travelled in Mexico dur- 
ing election time. One day 
I was caught up in some 
shooting on the Avenidas 
Juarez and Alemeda, the 
broad avenues in the heart 
of Mexico City. Suddenly 
an old Mexican popped up 
at my side, took my hand 
without saying a word and 
pulled me out of the way 
behind one of the great 
marble statues which line 
the streets. After squatting 
behind this stone defender 
for half an hour he indic- 
ated that all was clear. I 
could continue on my way. 

Another day I was hgving 
coffee in a small coffeeshop 
with the Netherlands 
ambassador. Suddenly a 
bullet whistled past our 
ears. We dived under the 
table and observed the 
situation from our hiding- 
place, 

It seemed as if a couple of 
men were just having some 
fun! Afterwards we were 
told that they were looking 
for a spy who was supposed 
to have his headquarters in 
that coffeeshop. When the 
shooting ceased the 
customers came from be- 
neath the tables and con- 
tinued their conversation as 
if nothing happened. 


The Mexican is a most 
delightful fellow. Whether 
he is a caballero or a poot 
gaucho he has, together with 
the inheritance of his Aztec 
forefathers, adopted the 
Spanish courtesy. I cannot 
count the times some old 
Mexican, clad in rags, rose 
from his seat in a crowded 
bus to offer it to me, rais- 
ing his sombrero with a 
royal sweep. g 

The face of Mexico is an 
Indian face. Aztec civilisa- 
tion has died, but the Aztecs 
still live. One does not see 
any Indian civilisation, only 
the descendants of the 
ancient people for these are 
everywhere. They are the 
Mexican people. 

Although, on the surface, 
some have become interested 
in baseball, football, polo, 
tennis and the like, the real 
Mexican will always be more 
Indian than European in his 
outlook and scltude, 

Adios, Amigos’ “Your 
health and a lot of money 
and also the time to spend 
it.” 

May your tables be filled 
with bounty, your days with 
sunshine and your hearts 
with joyl—VIRGINIA J. 
SLIJPER. ~~ 
































- But the ; 
Something 
blue’ is Me: 


9) a 


WHAT HAVE | DONE TO 
MAKE. HIM TREAT ME UKE THIS?, 


PS Va 
NOW ITS WEDDING BELLS 
FOR BOB AND ME- THANKS - 
TO COLGATE DENTALCREAM! 





Tests Published in Authoritative Dental Literature 


Show That Brushing 


Teeth Right After Eating with 


COLGATE DENTAL 
CREAM STOPS TOOTH 
DECAY BEST 


Most thoroughly proved 
and accepted home 
method of oral hygiene 
known today. 
Yes, and 2 years’ re- 
search showed the Col- 
gate way stopped more 
decay for more people 
ever before re- 
ported in dentifrice 
history! No other den- 
tifrice offers such proof 
most conclusive 
proof ever reported for 


4 








a dentifrice of any type. Big Famih 
y ig Family 
AMERICA'S “LARGEST, AUSTRALIA'S LARGEST, ; 
THE WORLD'S LARGEST SELLING DENTAL cream FeO70™Y Size 
a 
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KNITTING... 


DESIGNED for the Munson by Mrs, 1. James, 
Hurstville, N.S.W., this gay striped’ cardi- 
gan requires as materials for making 4 skeins 
in main color and | skein each in 6 contrasting 
colors (the original was worked in 4 shades 


BAT-WING 


ZIP CARDIGAN 


of grey and 8 shades of pink) in 3-ply wool, 
1 pair each of No, 12 and No. 10 knitting 
needles and a 15in, open-end zipper. 

Measurements: Bust, 32in.-33in.; length, 20in.; 
three-quarter, push-up sleeves. 

Tension: Seven stitches and nine 
rows to the inch. 

Abbreviations: K, knit; p, purl; 
St, stitch; st-st, stocking-stitch; inc, 
increase, increasing; beg, begin- 
ning. 

‘The cardigan is worked through- 
out in st-st (1 row k, 1 row p), 
excepting for basque and cufts, 
working 2 rows to each stripe. 

The sequence of stripes worked 
in the original were 8 shades ot 
pink, then 3 shades of grey, with 
every 7th stripe worked in’ main 
shade of grey. 

‘Tue Back —Using main grey and 
No. 12 needles, cast on 112 sts and 
work in rib of k 2, p 2, (working into back 
of sts in the first row) for 3}in. 

Change to No. 10 needles and work one 
stripe in main grey, then work stripes in 
sequence suggested or as desired, inc 1 st each 
end of the Sth and then every 4th row 
following until there are 146 sts (69 rows). 

Purl one row. 

SHAPE FoR SteEves—Inc 1 st each end of 
next row, then each end of every alternate 
row 9 times (166 sts). 

Purl 1 row, 

Now cast on 10 sts at beg of each of the 
next 12 rows (286 sts). 

Work on these sts until the 2nd main color 
stripe has been completed from cast-on sts. 

Work 16 rows in main color only. 

Suave Tor or Steeves—Cast ‘off 12 sts at 
beg of next 6 rows, then cast off 20 sts at 
beg of next 4 rows, and then cast off 30 sts 
at beg of next 4 rows. 

Work back and cast off’ remaining sts. 

Lert Front.—With No, 12 needles and main 
color cast on 60 sts and work in k 2, p 2 rib, 
(working into back of sts in first row) for 








3}in, 
NChiange to No. 10 needles and work in stripes 
as for back, inc 1 st at side edge on 5th row 


and every 4th row following until there are 
‘77 sts. 

Purl 1 row. 

SHAPE FoR SLEEvE.—Inc | st at beg of next 
row (side edge), then inc at same edge on 
every 2nd row 9 times (87 sts). 

Purl 1 row, then cast on 10 sts at beg ot 
next 6 knit rows. 

Work on these 147 sts until front measures 
same as back at wrist edge, working in main 
color as for back after last stripe. 
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» front, workiny 






















Snare Tor oF Sieeve.—Cast off 12 sts at 
beg of next 3 rows at wrist edge, then cast 
off 20 sts twice and 30 sts once at same 
edge. 

Work 1 row and cast off remaining sts. 

* Rint Front—Work to correspond with lett 


shaping and sleeve at opposite 
ends of needle, substituting knit for pad and 
purl for knit. 

CoLLAR AND Facinc—With No. 10 needles 
and main color, cast on 106 sts and work in 
st-st for Sin., ending on a purl row. 

Next Row: K 82, cast off 42, k 82. 

Work on these last 32 sts in st-st for 2}in., 
then k 2 together at inside edge of every 2nd 
row, until decreased to 7 sts. Cast off. 

Work on other 32 sts to correspond. 

To Make Ur.—Join top of sleeves. With 
No. 12 needles and main wool pick up about 
88 sts at cuff edge and work in rib of k 2, 
p 2 for 2in. Cast off in rib. 

Press work. Stitch collar across back of neck 
a across front of neck, turn back and press 
well. 

Join side seams and sew in zipper, matching 
stripes. Slip-stitch facing to zipper and lightly 
to front of cardigan, Press seams, 
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SPARK-UP YOUR KNITTEDS!. 


PEP, up: last season's jumper, cardigan or 
frock with some hand embroidery in gay 
contrast! 

If the garment is knitted in plain stocking- 
stitch, outline’ a yoke in running-stitch, con- 
tinuing’ across top of sleeves and round the 
back. Fill this in with lazy-daisy flowers and 
leaves. 

Scarlet and royal-blue flowers look dashing on 
grey or black; several shades of yellow are 
excellent on brown or green, and pink worked 
with navy flowers is chic. 

Always use wool for preference for the 
flowers, doing the leaves in a bright green. 

If it is an evening hand-knit you 
are renovating, sew a sequin or 
several small beads in the centre of 


each flower, for — glamor- 
plu, ~ 
Perhaps you have a frock that 
needs a lift up... Crochet 


or knit a couple of flower- 
pot shaped pockets. Place 
one on the- left side 
of bodice and the 
other on right side of 
skirt, 

Next crochet small 
multi-colored ° flowers 


and several green 
leaves, Arrange these 
tastefully on the frock 


above the pockets and 
stitch lightly. 

If you have (or can 
get) a skein or so 
of the wool your frock was 
knitted with, make a beanie 
or turban and trim with 
similar flowers. 

These little crocheted flowers 
look ape g too, stitched on to 
the cuffs of knitted gloves, but do pot 
wear these with your frock and turban 
lest you look like a garden; 

Keep them for another outfit, or to 
wear with your Winter coat. 

Another idea for a jumper With a 
collar is to knit (in two-ply wool) a 
lacy or striped scarf—not too wide; say, about 
Gin. at the most. 

‘Wear it under the collar, and caught in front 
with a rather chunky piece of costume jewellery; 
or, if you prefer it, a spray of flowers, or a 
bunch of fruit. 

These last two are more suitable for a plain 
scarf than a striped one—CALD. 

— - 


“North Star”: If your girl has outgrown the 
sleeves of her knitted jumper, but it fits her 
otherwise, here is rather a pretty way to 
lengthen it. Use, if possible, the same colored 
wool. If some has to be bought, buy a skein 
of a pretty contrasting shade to the jumper. 
With needles same size as used for sleeve 
ribbing, pick up all stitches around bottom of 
ribbing. First row round, knit twice into each 
stitch, then continue in stocking-stitch the 
required inches to make sleeves long enough. 
If practical, add a collar or- pockets if you 
have had to use contrasting wool; tl will 
take away the “patchy” look. A little frill 
knitted on each will correspond with sleeve 
frill, and Girlie’s jumper or cardigan will give 





“ at least one more season of wear. 
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ECE A WONDERFUL SECOND 


ISSUE. OF STORY 


64 pages of absorbing 
reading for every 
home-maker 





LIFE STORY 
KITCHEN 





LIFE SToRY 
FURNISHING 4, 


A complete guide to ce 
la pele and 


“Here's What Pleases Baby" 
“For a Healthier Child” 



































GRIPPING 


: > REAL-LIFE ROMANCE 
“I Loved an enemy Spy” 
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“Blue Bell”; It happened in the sheep coun- 
try.» The wool cheque was for £2700 and Ma 
and Pa decided to have a celebration tea. 
Ma let her head go: she bought one tomato. 

eR OR OK 


“P.C.M.”: Started work at a chemical ware- 
house, Julie spent the first morning desperately 
trying to master the names of chemicals. Brain 
reeling, she sighed with relief as the lunch- 
time buzzer sounded. “Gee, I reckon I’ve 
earned a cigarette.” “And that’s my estimate 
of your morning’s work, too,” came the over- 
seer's withering reply. 

* OR OR OK ait is 

“Amity”: Before going to. my daughter's | 
stay I ca out several rag dogs to make while 
with her, leaving patterns and directions at 
home, I was puzzled how to put the pieces 
together. Just-four, watching very interestedly, 
had a suggestion: “Couldn't we bring my puppy 
in and see how he’s made?” However, the 
position was solved with success without 
slaughter. (MIRROR soft-toy pattern, ot 


course.) i 


* ok 
“Beare”: First holiday at the fishing resort 
and Miss Five came pelting up to the cottage 
in a burst of tears and Uae 
ody 


calculated to make every! 
in the house leap forward. 
“What ever’s happened?” cried 
the mother. “It's Dadda— 
Dadda’s down at the water suck- 
ing rocks! Quick or he'll die, 
won't he?” “Daddy was busy 
with a knife, eating rock-oysters 
as fast as he could grab them 
and re heat open. 


“violet”: New Australian at 
fruit barrow: “Three bears, 
pliss.” Attendant, - smartly: 
“White, brown or grizzly?” “L 
see brown. Pliss show me 
others, pliss.””. A red-faced 
attendant popped three brown 
pears into a bag while the 
0.As. chuckled. 


er ie, 

“Tuff”: Senior doctor (read- 
ing case cards): “Mrs. Bee 
hasn't brought her lad back for 
his second injection.” Junior 
Doc:, ‘No. Last time she was 
here that beastly child kicked 
me. I kicked him back. I don’t think she 
liked me.” Senior Doc is still dazed, but admits 
the child needed something like that. 

ea: 

“Conday”: My “treasure” tells this one against 
himself. City-bred, he was being shown over 
a’ grazing property. “The pensioners are in 
here,” his guide said of one paddock. “We've 
half a dozen at present. One, Blackie, is so 
‘old we'll probably have to shoot him soon.” It 
was only after asking his hostess on the quiet 
that Hub discovered pensioners are stock horses 
grown too old to work, 5 
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“Shan”: Near us lives a little girl, five, whose 
father’s identity is something of a mystery. 
Well-meaning friends who called on her mother 
in the course of the conversation asked where 
her father was. “In Sydney,” was the reply. 
The visitors went into another room, “That 
fooled them, didn’t it, Mummy?” cooed Little 
Audrey. 

eR OK OK 

“Elquil”: We have an old chap sucker- 
bashing; he baches and appears to live on 
rabbits and bread. I offered him some fresh 
fou must get very tired of the 
sat "I said, “Oh, no, Missus, 1 
make a change, you know. I fry the back legs 
and stew the rest. Got the idea from those 








Yanks with their chicken-Maryland.” 








“That animal on the cover! Calls himself a 
dog; why, he hasn't the dignity. And trying 


to kiss the boy; it’s unhygienic. I always like 
to be well-dressed myself. I wouldn't use him 
as a lead hound even.” 





“Idid”: “A marble cake” was the order for 
Son’s birthday. 1 had just finished mixing 
when the phone rang. Returned five minutes 
later to find Littley carefully dropping his 
glass marbles into the mixture. To my shrieks 
of horror he said plaintively “But you said it 
was a marble cake, didn’t you?” : 
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“Topaz”: Three schoolboys in the family 
were all ‘accomplished scholarship snatchers. 
Hardly surprising, as I mentioned to a neigh- 
bor, the parents were so intelligent. Her snitt 
could not have been more disparaging. 
“Intelligent, perhaps,” she snorted, “but I've 
never recovered from seeing her love letters. 
They were written in shorthand.” 

* * 

“Judith”: After the six-year-old from across 
the street had cut one twin’s hair and been 
discovered banging the head of the other on 
the path, Sis sent her home. In five minutes 
she was there again. “I'm back to play with 
your twins,” she twittered. “My mother says 
I've got to go on being friends with them.” 

eK Ok % 


“Bud”: Daughter's companion in the train 
was a New Aussie medico, The lass opposite 
them wore high-heeled swing-back patent shoes, 
slacks, lacy blouse, scarf round head and an 
overdose of cosmetics. “What a lot of trouble 
for so much untidiness!” was the doc’s remark 
as the lass left the compartment. 

* eR OK 

“Forer": Living in crowded conditions while 
teaching in the city, I often used to bath or 
shower at the home of a friend. I was unable 
to go to her for some weeks. Then I met 
her at a garden party. She rushed across the 
lawn, “My dear,” she carolled, “it must be 
months since you had your last bath!” ‘I cer- 
tainly received some funny looks. 

xR OR Ok 


“Taworth”: Gossips in session, “I often feel 
mad at my husband when he's fussy about 
his meals,” said Mrs. Childless, “but 1 think to 
myself: ‘Well, I'm not a woman with artistic 
hobbies, and I'm not interested in sport. All 
I can do is cook... What would be left in 
life for me if I didn’t have a man to cook for?” 
So T keep quiet and save many a quarrel.” 

* 


“Stancid”: Seen at a suburban railway 
station, As a train pulled into the station a 
schoolboy walked to the edge of the -platform, 
moving closer and closer as- the train 
approached. A fire-brigade man put out his 
hand and grabbed the boy. At the same time 
the driver of the train threw a bucket of water 
at the boy as a warning. 
who got the lot. 


It was the fireman 


* 

“Wonger”: Going into the toilet, Dad found 
a penny in the water, and asked how it came 
there. “Oh, Dad,” gasped Eleven-years, “you 
didn’t take it out, did you? That was my 
wishing well.” 

kOe x x 

“Wunda”: In the absence of Mum and. Dad, 
when an elderly aunt called, the young people 
did their best tq entertain her. At last she 
told them to run out and play; she would be 
quite content to sit and think till the parents 
returned. The kids needed no second bidding, 
but just outside the door they stopped long 
enough to whisper “She's sixty-five. What could” 
she think about?” 
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Short Story... 
Tread on Dreams 


(Continued from page 2.) 
three days. He had only 
been back here that long. 
His inter-State service was 
over: He had signed up for 
three years and the three 
years’ were gone. He could 
now continue with his firm 
here, or go inter-State again, 
or toss it all up and start 
something of his own, He 
had not decided yet. All 
afternoon he had been try- 
ing to decide, and suddenly 
feeling the urge for physical 
effort he had noticed the 
Jawn, seen the mower— 
trodden, it appeared, on 
everybody's dreams, 

‘What was it that girl had 
called him? Fool, idiot, 
Philistine, murderer. He 
tried to feel indignant. All 
he felt instead was an 
urgency to see those big dewy 
eyes again, that pink quiver- 
ing mouth, 

Impulsively he put away 
the mower, climbed the 
. Stairs, tapped on the door 
marked 3a. 


“C-come in,” sniffed 
Kerrie. 
She looked up  distaste- 


fully then and said “You!” 

“Name, Geoffrey Hollo- 
way,” stated the destroyer of 
primroses, “Occupation, 
agent. Age, twenty-nine. 
Intentions, harmless. 

“Oh, I know I'm a mur- 
derer ‘and a tramper-down 
of dreams, but not 
intentionally so, Miss— 
What was the name again?” 

“Tt was not again.” 

He was not beaten. He 
took a book from the table 
and consulted its library 
card. 

“Kerrie Nolan,” he recited, 
“secretary.” . 

He glanced keenly across. 
“Do you like tapping a type- 
writer better than plucking 


Free yourself 
from 


MIGRAINE 


masses of exultant pink from 
the Appleville hills?” 

Kerrie glowered. “It 
you’ve come to gloat”—— 

“I haven't. I've come to 
do penance. I’ve come to 
offer recompense. Tell me 
how I can repay my debts.” 

Kerrie sighed. “I suppose 
you couldn't help it,” she 
admitted unwillingly. “Not 
knowing about. the tradi- 
tion, I mean. But that 
doesn’t put it right for Miss 
Anderson, or George Harris, 
or the Simms"”—— 

“Or the Schramms,” nod- 
ded Geoffrey soberly. “I see 
your point, I have trodden 
on their dreams. I can't, 
unfortunately, un-tread, but 
can't I make the step a 
little lighter?” 

“How do you 
asked Kerrie. 

He was, she thought, a 
rather unusual young man. 
He was also a very good- 
looking young man, He was 
tall, and tanned, and his 
eyes were blue and crinkly. 

“I could,” suggested Geott, 
“substitute another prim- 
rose.” 

“Where would you find 
another primrose?” 

Geoffrey considered. “At 
this time of the year the 


mean?” 


shops should be full of 
them.” 
“Those primroses,” 





crushed Kerrie, “will be big 
and golden and cultured. 
Our primrose was small and 
bleached and wild. It would 
have to be a perfect match 
or it wouldn't do, and you'll 
never find a perfect match 
in a shop, Mr. 

“Geoffrey was the name.” 


He was edging to the 
door. As he pulled it after 
him he called i 





hope yet, Kerri 
Kerrie said “The cheek!” 
but she leaned out of the 
window and watched him as 
he hurried away from 
Malcolm Mansions, 


Don’t suffer the agonies of Migraine :— intoler- 


able headaches, nausea, vomiting, dizziness, 
tiredness of eyes. FREE yourself, now ! 


Paln-relieving drugs are only temporat 
FUE eas Fables acsack the erouble a fos pour 
‘essential chemicals for normal health, H & D 625, 


Ia thelr fects. But 
fee Bad os 


body-resistance to fatigue, and even in obstinate cases have given 
complete Immunity, Phone, write or call. The sooner you do #0, 
the quicker you wiil free yourself from attacks. 


H.W. DOWNIE 
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Pharmaceutical Chemist 
625 High St., Thornbury, Melbourne, Vie. J)3575 
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Geoff soon discovered that 
it_was just as Kerrie had 
said. “Petals,” “Green 
Thumbs,” “Nosegays” had 
only large primroses for sale. 

The charming, chintzy 
girls who came to serve him 
looked askance as he asked 
for a smaller, poorer variety. 

He went back to Malcolm 
Mansions, head down, spirits 
low. Suddenly it had become 
all important to him to re- 
place that symbol; to take 
his foot off a girl's dreams. 
He knew he should be mak- 
ing up his mind about the 
future, but he could do 
nothing until he dried the 
tears from those big wet 


eyes. 


Kerrie saw him coming. 
She was not surprised 
that he carried no prim- 
roses, She knew it would 
be difficult. What did 
surprise her was her own 
helpful suggestion that he 
try the plant shops, 

“Places where you buy 
plants to plant. Often there 
is a flower out already.” 

Any doubts she might have 
had about Geoff's sincerity 
faded like snow in the sun 
at his quick response. 

He was out of the room 
like a shot, down the steps, 
and hurrying along the path. 

This time he looked up 
to wave. She hesitated, then 
waved back. 


Geoff found a plant shop. 

Pansies two shillings a 
dozen. Lettuce ninepence a 
bundle, Primroses?- Here 
was a special strain called 


Golden Constellation that 
should produce elegant 
flowers. 


min Png Par head. 
‘alteringly, and feeling v 

foolish, ake told the Mem 
ant that he wanted some- 
thing far less elegant—a 


really poor primrose, in 
fact. 

“I'm afraid not,” sniffed 
the man, “though"— 





“Yes?” 

“Well, you could try the 
Markets. They are more 
likely to deal with the—er— 
Particular standard you 
require.” 

Geoff made his way to the 
other end of town. 


Flowers were cheaper 
here. Not the delicacy that 
“Nosegays”” and “Elaine” 


had to offer, but color and 
scent, and, best of all, pro- 
fusion. Among all this pro- 
fusion surely there would be 
one poor primrose. 
There was not. 
(Continued on page 23.) 








MORE ENERGY—NOW HE’S 


REG U LAR ~ without 


purgatives! 











“Purgatives got me down,” says Mr. A. Allen, Page Avenue, 
Ashfield, NSW. fell low and irritable—no. energy at 
all. But your Ail-Bran got me back to normal in less than 
@ week. Now iger and I'm really starting 
to enjoy life again, 







> ACCEPT THIS OFFER! 


Enjoy tasty, toasty Kellogg’s All-Bran for ten days, 
and drink plenty of water. If, at the end of ten days 
you are not completely satisfied, then just send the 


empty packet back to Kellogg’s and you'll get double 
your money back, 

Your daily health and ten’ days you'll benefit. 
regularity id on what After that keep on enjoy- 
ou eat. logg’s All- ing this crisp nut-sweet 


ran is a food—not a pur- breakfast cereal. 

ative. It contains the pr-------==-wy 1 
ak t your syrten needs $9 ‘ YOU BENEFIT wa H 
end const . Q 

bulk in this rich, mut | 5 WAYS H 
sweet health-food hel; 
prepare internal wastes for 
easy, gentle el ation... 
no purgatives or harsh 
medicines needed this 
natural way. 

Ask your er for a 
ackel of Kelloge’s All- 
ran right away. Within 








Helluggis 
ALL-BRAN* 


de REGISTERED TRADE MARK 





‘Oxygen-clean’ your dentures 


and enjoy peace of mind 


You need never be anxious about the appearance of 
your dentures if you use ‘Steradent’. The oxygen in 
‘Steradent’ reaches every hard-to-get-at crevice of the 
denture, removing stains, film and odours. 
‘Steradent’ disinfects and deodorises 
while it restores the denture to pearly 
whiteness. 


_ Sold by Chemists only 







‘Oxygen-cleany and 
sterilixes every type of denture, 





“Look, Mum! 
I can walk again!” 





It is when youngsters are run down, tired and listless that the 
seeds of ill-health are sown, and Mothers should lose no time 
in putting them on Roboleine, Roboleine has been recom- 
mended by Doctors, Hospitals and Child Welfare Institutions 
for over 30 years for Anemia, Rickets, Malnutrition and 
Wasting Diseases generally. Roboleine is available in 12 and 
36 oz jars from all chemists. If you would like a trial size 
jar of Roboleine send the attached coupon with 1/- in stamps 
to Muir & Neil Pty. Ltd., Box 1562, G.P.O., Sydney, or 
Box 306, G.P.O., Auckland; for New Zealand readers. 


Roboleine 


THE FOOD THAT BUILDS THE BODY 
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To: Muir & Neil Pty. Ltd., Box 1562, G.P.O., Sydney, I 
or Box 306, G.P.O., Auckland, ! 
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MOTHERCRAFT 


NATURE STILL HAS LITTLE TO LEARN 


ECENTLY there has 

been a reconversion to 
the “old-fashioned” idea that 
“breast feeding is best feed- 
ing” for babies. Hospitals, 
clinics and doctors are foster- 
ing the new idea, 

That a_bottle-fed baby 
gains weight normally and 
cuts its teeth at the same 
time as a breast-fed baby 
does not prove that breast 
and bottle are of equal 
value. What is important 
is the different way of life 
that each method gives to 
the mother and child. 

For reasons of modesty 
and pure convenience the 
mother who breast feeds 
will do so almost always in 
seclusion, 

At fourhourly intervals 
she and her baby will make 
themselves comfortable in 
privacy and remain there 
until the “meal” is over. 
Since the _ breast-feeding 
mother has her baby’s food 
always with her it is taken 
for granted that she must 
be at hand when the baby 
needs her. 

Day excursions away from 
home, late parties, are rare. 

The pattern of life for 
mother and baby grows 
smoother, slower; giving the 
former that much-needed 
breathing space for recovery 
from the confinement and 
the latter the best possible 
start in life. 

It is a different story with 
the bottle-fed baby. Here 
privacy is not essential to 
the mother, and, once the 
first weeks are over, even be- 
comes a’ bore, k 

Before long baby is given 
his bottle to the accompani- 
ment of light music or the 
neighbor's sentimental 
reminiscences about her own 
children. Since feeding in 
this case consists orily of 
holding the baby in one 
hand and a bottle in the 
other, almost anyone can do 
it, and frequently anyone 
does. 

The new mother of a 
bottle-fed baby would have 
to have super-human will 
power to insist on giving 
every bottle to her child her- 
self. When she is weary at 
5.80 a.m., and her husband 
offers to help, would she not 
be foolish not to stay in 
bed? Nor is there anything 





to stop her going to the 
cinema on. Saturday evening 
when Aunt Emma will be 
delighted to take over. 

Before it is a month old 
the average bottle-fed baby 
has received its feed from at 
least three people. 

Perhaps this does not 
seem a very important point 
until one remembers that in 
its earliest days a baby's 
principal means’ of experi- 
ence is through its mouth: 
in fact through the way it 
feeds. Being born is an 
arduous event. The baby is 
pushed from a warm com- 
fortable home in its mother's 
womb into a world full of 
strange faces, noises and 
‘sometimes considerable dis- 
comfort. 

‘A baby who is held at 
each feed in its mother’s 
arms, in close contact. with 
her warm, soft flesh, is much 
more likely to decide that 
being born is not such a bad 
thing after all. 

Such reassurance is denied 
the bottle-fed baby. In 
order to satisfy his hunger 
he must put up with the 
contact of rough tweed 
jackets, tickly angora 
jumpers, cold silk blouses. 

Many people have the’ mis- 


taken idea that breast-fed 
babies are more difficult to 
wean. However this is .not 





80. Provided always that the 
first taste of any new food 
is given him by his mother, 
(whom by now the baby trusts 
implicitly where food is con- 
cerned), and never when he 
is ravenously hungry, the 
breast-fed baby is the easier 
to wean. 

His approach to food is 
much more likely to be 
adventurous than that of the 
bottle-fed baby, for to him 

is synonymous with 
contentment and fun. 

The expectant mother 
would do well to think very 
carefully before deciding 
that it is “too much bother” 
to feed her baby naturally. 
She should beware of the 
fact that through* advertise- 
ments, the weight of pro- 
paganda is undoubtedly on 
the side of bottle feeding. 

She may be less tied, and 
possibly less tired, if she 
decides on bottle feeding, 
but she may have a less con- 
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tented baby; and a less con- 
tented baby means, in the 
long run, a less contented 
mother—CLAIRE (London). 
gelesen: 


First Baby Teeth 

$ the baby-teeth are the 

fore-runners of the later 
permanent-teeth, every care 
should be taken of them. 
The time to begin the 
brushing habit is when the 
first three or four teeth show 
through. Do not use strong 
dental pastes on the tender 
little mouth, but with a 
soft brush, work all over the 
front and back of the teeth 
with a little Milk of 
Magnesia. 

Should. any of this fall 
from the brush to the little 
one’s mouth it will not harm 
the child as Milk of 
Magnesia can be a pre 
scribed medicine and rather 
acts as a tonic for the child. 

As the child grows older 
he can be taught to use his 
tooth-brush xggularly with 

haps a INtle stronger 
‘oth Fait ‘The brand of 
tooth paste is of no account, 
as it is the regular brush- 
ing which counts.— 
DENTISTE. (Vic.). 



















15 hairsets for Sit, 


QUICKSET WITH CURLYPET 
Give YOUR hair new 
silky loveliness and 
save pounds on your 
hair-do’s, 


Get a tube of con 
centrated Curlypet — 
squeeze Curlypet into 
@ pint milk bottle of 
‘warm water—shake till 
mixed—now you have 
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MIDWAY 


Let’s Smile Together 





UNDER-LINO FLASHBACK. 
“SPECIAL THIS WEEK! TWO 
TINS OF JAM 


ANB A DOZEN OF LAUNDRY 
BLUE, 


PLUS HALF A_ POUND OF 
DELICIOUS HAM; 

THE LOT FOR TWO AND TWO.” 

The date? June, nineteen thirty-sia, 

When a shilling was worth a. bod. 

But reminiscence and chores don’t 


And its time I got on with the 
fob. 2 


WAL APPLEX. 


“Negative”: Slightly imperfect, 
apparently. There is no sink. 
For sale: combination wardrobe, 
foshovs dining-table, refrigerator, 


“Basha”: Description: “She acts 


like a real lady, and the impersona- 


tion fools everybody for a moment 
or so.” 


“Farmwood”: Does his wife know 
what he is after? 


Wanted typiste,<junior or senior. 
‘An opportunity for those loving in 
the district. 


“T.M.": Hiding his thoughts?” 
Freddie, who looked cold and 

miserable, walked up and down with 

his head hunched in bis pockets. 


“Buzzard”: Fashion note: “The 
neckline of her blouse started off 
as a V, but got down to the end of 
the alphabet before it finished.” 


FROM A COUNTRY HOUSEWIFE. 
Pd gladly trade 
The crickets’ chirr 
For a cacuum-cleaner’s 
Steady whirr. 


NS.W. Macuray. 


“Anna”: How are you, customers! 
We all want serving at the market. 


Young woman wants" serving, 
Central Market. 


“Geebee": The test. “It must be 
true love this time. She's knitting 
him a long-sleeved pullover.” 


“Surrey”: If only it could. 
Wanted house able to do minor 
repairs with two bedrooms, 


“Tavistock”: Said our S.M. to our 
local taxi-driver: “You cannot 
drive now for two years. You are 
a menace to pedestrians.” “But, 
Your Honor, my living depends on 
it.” “So does theirs,” said the S.M. 


“Wehl”: Must be a big fellow. 
Anesthetist seeks somewhere to 
ead. Two bedroot 


lay. his he ms 
essential. 

“Tippy”: Descriptive. “What's 
Mary’ like? Oh, there's one born 
every minute.” 
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AND THE 


FINDING THEM BE TOUGH. 
THE PLANE WAS ROBBED 
MIDWAY BETWEEN THOSE 
TWO CHAINS OF ISLANDS. 
IE ‘COPTER COULD HAVE 
GONE EITHER WAV 


_JWHEN THAT ] WEST SAY} SURE, WHY | | GULP.+1 
PTERLEFT ] MAVBE. { ELSE WOULD’ 
You, Dib IT 





FIV EAST. 4 WAS PART 
lor west? /\ OF THE 
GANG. 


Synopsis: The Phantom has learned that Diana Palmer, who was on her way to meet him at Bengal, 
licopter. 





AIR - 


PIRAT! 


ES 


THE 


EACH CHAIN CONTAINS. 
HUNDREDS OF ISLANDS, 
STRETCHING OVER 
THOUSANDS OF 
MILES. 






































TGIRL_\ THEY TAKE TALKING, 


HER? 














WAS JUST 


DONT START 
FALSE RUMORS. 
DANGEROUS. 
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RED <> 
THE PLANE PLOTS, AT 
ROGUES GALLERY «+ Ry 





ME 





GULP.~ 
{00-- 


y 
MA FRIEND Y +<BY THE COPTER 
OF THE GIRL,( PIRATES? YES: 
























































DIANA PALMER.) IDENTIFIED THE 
SHE WAS LEADER DRAKE AN 
KIDNAPDED-~_) INTERNATIONAL, 
THIEF 
4 2) 
(——e 





WOW! HE PICKED ff HER BOV FRIEND. 
US UP LIKE PITY THE PIRATES 
FEATHERS, IFHE CATCHES 
WHOIS HE? 7°. UPTOTHEM, 






















































































7] 
XT WEER . THE PHANTOM MOVES, 


has been kidnapped from a flying-boat by modern-day pirates who made their escape in a hel 
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The AGNISING PAIN | 


g 









HANDS @ WRISTS 
ELBOWS e@ SHOULDERS e HIPS 
KNEES @ ANKLES e FEET 
No matter how much or how long you 


have suffered, no matter what you 
have tried before, do not give up 





hope. COLCHISONE, the sensational 
English pole blue pills, will bring 
jef you seek, For ailmants 





umatic group—Rheumatism, 
Fibrositis, Lumbago and 
Gout—there is no substitute for this 
outstanding treatment. Proved first in 
England and now h 

COLCHISONE is bringing 
to hundreds of thousands—a life fr 
from the crippling pain of stiff, 
swollen joints and Timbs. 


COLCHISONE 


From your chemist PRICE: 17/6 Small with food chart. 


30/- 
If you have any difficulty in obtaining supplies, write t 
Rickard Medical Co., 21 Ostord Sty, Sydney. 
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Aor WOMEN GARDENERS ;) 


To Test Soil 
Place some soil in a cup 
or glass dish with a 
trowel, not with the hand. 
Make it wet enough so that 
it can be stirred with a 
stick, 

Open a slit in. the :soil 
with a knife blade and insert 
a piece of blue litmus paper 
obtained at a chemist's shop. 
Press the soil against the 
paper; in an hour remove 
the paper. 

If it is distinctly pink the 
soil is extremely acid. If it 
is faintly pink, the soil is 
slightly acid—R. (N.S.W.). 


Asparagus Pays 
ANN sparagus_ bed really 

pays better than any 
other vegetable plot, for 
when once planted it will 
yield for many, many years. 
Crops have been known each 
year for fifty years with 
hardly any trouble or 
expense, 

Prepare the soil so that 
it will be ready for planting 
this month. The bed should 
be trenched eighteen inches 
deep, the whole width ot 
the bed, and the soil well 
mixed with sand and stable 
manure, well-rotted. 

As the trenching proceeds, 
place bricks and stones in 
the bottom for good drain- 
age, and on top of these 
strawy manure, dried leaves 
and the like. Cover with 
the prepared soil and leave 
until ready for planting. 

Choose a fine day, turn 
the soil over, adding a dress- 
ing of wood ashes. Mark out 
the lines for the rows 2} 
feet apart. Make-a trench 
12 inches wide and 4 inches 
deep. Place the plants in 
the bottom, spreading out 
the roots, and, if possible, 
plant crowns that have been 
freshly lifted. 

Do not cut the first season 
after planting. fter the 
second season apply liquid 
manure two or three times 
during the cutting season, 
commencing as soon as the 
first heads show. 

Salt is considered a’ fine 
manure for asparagus, using 
$ or 4 ounces to a gallon of 
water. 

‘The application, too, of 
4 ounces nitrate of soda and 
4 ounces nitrate of potash 
(saltpetre) mixed with 3 
gallons of water and applied 
around the asparagus will 


greatly benefit the plants. 

Two wires strained on 
either sides of the rows will 
keep the tops from breaking 
down, 

In Winter when the tops 
are golden, cut them off with 
secateurs and give the bed a 
dressing of well - rotted 
manure. In the Spring 
delicious young shoots may 
be expected, 

Do’ not continue cutting 
too late in the season; always 
allow a good crop of feathery 
tops to grow in order to 
build up the crowns and so 
produce next season’s crop. 
—RD. (Vic). 


That Vacant Plot 
E had a small, hard 
strip garden near an 
overgrown tangle of creepers 
covering an old wire fence. 

We improved it by clip- 
ping all foliage on the 
garden side well back and 
Taking away all twigs and 
pulling grass away. This 
allowed sunlight, air and 
rain to reach the strip, 

We dug into the hard 
earth all tops of celery, peel- 
ings from vegetables—carrot 
tops, pea shells and the like. 
Lettuce leaves and such were 
finely sliced with the spade 
as we dug them in, Some 
wood charcoal scattered and 
dug in helped sweeten the 
new soil formed by the 
quickly - rotting vegetable 
refuse. 

The strip was kept hosed 
in Summer, then in the first 
days of Autumn some silver- 
beet seedlings were set in the 
soil to grow crisp and 
quickly. 

Often with clean lettuce 
leaves and the like left over 
I quickly add rich matter to 
other parts of garden such as 
between wide rows of exist- 


ing plants. In the flower 
patch, too. — SUNSHINE 
(NSW). ° 


Horse-radish 

ORSE-RADISH is a con- 
diment that deserves to 

be better known. Where it 
is grown it is always a 
favorite, not only as the cor- 
rect accompaniment to roast 
beef and steak, but in sand- 
wiches and savories. With 
rissoles or in barbeque sauce 
it gives a delicious piquancy. 
Though very easily grown 
horse-radish does best in 
deeply-dug sandy loam, 
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which has been enriched 
with compost or other 
manure, placed well down. 
It requires enough water to 
keep it from drying out in 


-hot weather. 


Spring is the time to 
plant, and any small pieces 
‘of crown or small roots with 
a piece of crown attached 
will root. The plants tend 
to overcrowd each other so 
should be replanted every 2 


years, 
To use, dig the roots— 
they look like lean- and 


straggly parsnips. Scrub well 
and either grate or scrape. 
Place in wide - mouthed 
bottle and cover with 
vinegar and in a couple of 
weeks it is ready. 

Try in sandwiches with 
cold grilled or fried steak 
chopped small, spread with 
butter and mustard mixed 
with the horse-radish vine- 
gar—U.L.A. (N.S.W.). 


For Your Notebook 

“G.W.": The best fertiliser 
for onions is bone dust and 
superphosphates in equal 
parts. About $02, to the 
square yard should be 
worked in when the bed is 
being cultivated _ before 
planting the young plants. 

“Sol”: It is a good idea to 
soak new — earthenware 
flowerpots in water or liquid 
manure before use, New 
pots absorb the moisture 
from the soil, thus plants 
may suffer. Soak the pots 
for a day or two, then let 
them dry thoroughly. 


“Juliette”: If a shrub is 
not doing well, push a whole 
growth tablet into the soil 
on opposite sides of the 
plant. Do not put them 
close against the stem, but 
where the feeder roots come. 
Roots extend approximately 
to the same width as the leaf 
spread, so it is easy to judge 
the distance. Moisture in 
the soil dissolves the tablets 
very slowly, so the plant 
is not over-stimulated, 

“Emile”: During cold 
weather water should -only 
be used in the mornings. To 
water at night makes the soil 
very cold and retards growth. 
To get early tomatoes or 
other seedlings along quickly 
use warm water. This brings 
the seeds up quickly and 
they do not rot in the 
soil. ? 
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“Ley": Good substitute for 
rice is macafoni put through 
the mincer. 


ae OR 
“Dale”: Packing handker- 
chiefs for a hospital visit, 
choose brightly colored ones: 
much easier to find in the 
bedclothes. 
* Oe Ok Ok 
“Fiona”: Soups in which 
bacon or ham bones are 
boiled are sometimes too 
salty. This can be avoided 
in a large measure by put- 
ting a whole potato in with 
the bones. The potato 
should not be eaten. 





* kk OK 

“Les”: I keep a supply of 
the lightest weight duck in 
the sewing basket. All 
home-made garments have 
pockets reinforced with this, 
and ready-mades intended for 
heavy wear \are treated in 
the same way. 


* ek Of 
“Sandi”: Shoe polish stains 
may be removed from cotton 
materials by soaking . the 
stained parts in fresh milk 
for about two hours, rinsing 
in lukewarm, clear water, 
then gently rubbing through 
warm soapy water. 
eR Ok OK 
“E.KJ.": We have recently 
made up a kit-set Venetian 
blind, eight feet by four. 
Directions and illustrations 
were quite clear, and the 
work not beyond the skill 
of anyone able to use ham- 
met, screw-driver and paint- 
brush: we cannot recom- 
mend too highly this kit- 
set article. 


* ok OK 
“Bass”: Amuse a child con- 
fined in bed by giving him 


or her’a small tray in which 
a few pieces of cactus have 
been planted, a mirror for a 
lake and various colored 
beads, match sticks and 
plasticine. You will be sur- 
prised at the varied scenes 
that can be built up by the 
child. 
* * * 


“Eggs”: Making colored 
party cakes I use the whites 
‘of the eggs. for the white, 
pink, or green mixtures. 
Combined with a_ white 
shortening, they help pre- 
serve the clear pastels or 
white colors. The yolks of 
the eggs, 
shortening, I keep mainly 
for yellow and dark mix- 
tures. 
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used with any conn ‘SAL 


“Sun”: Instead of toasting 
crumpets, fry them. Melt 
butter in pan: Drop them in 
and cook quickly. 
x ek Ke OK 
“J.C.M.": Skins will not 
form on custards and other 
milk puddings if tops are 
lightly sprinkled with sugar 
while they are still hot, 
ee OK OK 
“Ena”: The enamel grill- 
ing tray will not crack with 
the heat, if water is poured 
in before the gas is lit; and 
any dripping falling through 


will be clean and-easily re- 
moved when cold. 
* Oe KOK 
“Mat”: Press that new 


fancy-work by placing over 
article a piece of linen that 
has been dipped in hoiled 
starch, and is partly dry. 


Press with hot iron on 
wrong side of fancy-work. 
* Oe OK OK 


“Hail": Potato chips done 
this way will not go soggy. 
They can be reheated dry or 
used cold for cocktail 
parties, Slice as thinly as 
possible, soak in ice water 
for half an hour, to dissolve 
the starch, then deep fry. 

* ok OK Ok 

“Old G.": If a layer of 
ashes is left at the bottom of 
the chip bath-heater (the 
type in which the water 
runs through a funnel) the 
surplus water from a hastily 
turned on tap will be 
absorbed by the ashes in- 
stead of lying at the bottom 
to add to rust damage. 

ek OK OK 

“Canny”: Tops ‘of dress- 
studs always seemed to be 
lost, and a new set bought 
every time the dinner-suit 
was worn. From small black 
buttons of the shank type I 
made “Jigger buttons” using 
ordinary shirt buttons at the 
back. Same buttons have 
served many occasions, look 
attractive and cost was small 
compared to that involved in 
buying fresh studs every 
time. 





PAINFUL FEET? 


BUNIONS: Our home remedy re 
duces and banishes pain quickly. 


u/6. 

CALLOUSES removed giewenee: 

Bend 64, 

amp for Guide to Foot Comfort. 
FOOT SERVICE, 

2° Elizabeth Bay Road, Elizabech 

Bay, Sydney. (Postage extra.) 





HAVE YOU EVER TRIED THIS? 


“Oxo”: Wrap_grease-proof 
paper round fish paste or 
meat paste jars used as pie 
funnels, as they are likely to 
split or crack. 
x ek Oe O* 

”: When celery shoots 
up into green tops prior to 
seeding in the Spring, they 
may be used (minus any 
stalks which are tough) to 
flavor vegetable greens. Also 
adds color and flavor to 
pale cabbages. 





* OK Ok Ok 

“Cal”: If the snap fastener 
‘on your glove will not work 
properly try following 
methods: If it is difficult 
to undo, it is maybe because 
the dome is too wide: pinch 
it slightly with a pair of 
pincers. If it will not stay 
fastened, tap dome with a 
hammer to widen. 

ek OK OF 

“Ida”: Blocked sink pipe 
can be quickly cleared with 
boiling salt water, about a 
half cup to a kettle of water. 
If this should fail, try filling 
the sink with water (hot or 
cold), jabbing a dishcloth 
or dishmop into the plug- 
hole again and again like a 
pump. This creates a vacuum 
and frees the blockage. 


INDICATE 
YOUR CHOICE 
AND HOW 


MANY PACKS 
YOU REQUIRE 


Money Back Guarantee 








NO DELAY—Goops 
BY RETURN MAIL 









“Quicke”: Making an egg 
and bacon pie? Put a few 
pieces of cooked cauliflower 
in it for additional flavor. 





ek ko # . 
“Fic: Washing will ruin 
a vacuum-cleaner bag. I fill 
mine with damp tealeaves 
and shake out’ leaving the 
bag clean and dust-free. 
* oe OK Ok 
“Mol”: Screw two large 
cup hooks on the kitchen or 
bathroom door, and fit a 
broomstick across. Make a 
miniature roller towel and 
keep it specially for young 
children, 
ek OK OF 
“Pitman”: If a ceiling be- 
comes flaky and portions of 
the whitewash tend to fall 
away, make up a solution 
with alum (half ounce to 
one pint water). Paint this 
on the ceiling with a soft 
brush, 
* kok OK 
“Havu": Dress material 
remnants often make attrac- 
‘ive cushion covers. A linen 
with an allover pattern. in 
Jacobean style brightens a 
dull corner, and is as effec- 
tive as embroidery which 
would have taken many 
hours of work, 
















‘Total 


1 Folding Bell, 
ticles for 1 





Pkt. of tooth-picks, 









ge Sire 
12 Serviette: 
8 small Garland: 
ing Balls, 1 


SPE 
PACK 


-y Cake 
104 articl 





91 Phillip 8t.,_ Sydney, 
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two-way Blowouts, 
12 Drinking Straws, 2 large Garlands, 

4 Folding Belle 
Frill, 





Tot 

L_XMAS DECORATION 
READY NOW! 

SEND CASH WITH ORDER 
PAR-DEC COMPANY 










to 
work 





Silver only needs that occa 
sional thorough clean if you 
use Goddard's Liquid Silver 
rolish or Goddard's Plate Powder. In 
between times you just rub it up with 
Goddard's Impregnated Cloth. 

This is Goddard's easy routine: Liqui¢ 
Silver Polish or Plate Powder for safe 
‘and thorough cleaning: impregnated 
iver Cloth for a quick shit 
Goddard's is tougher than tarnish, 
‘softer than silver, 


bs 
















i 


Save work the new Goddard's way 


POST FREE! ANYWHERE! 


PICK-A-PACK No. 1 for Party of Six.—Consisting of 6 

2 Small Sirens, 2 Small Trumpets, 2 Blowouts, 6 Round 

6 Drinking Straws, 6 Sweet Baskets. 

PICK-A-PACK No. 2 for Party of Six.—Consisting 

2 Small Sirens, 2 Small Trumpets, 2 Blowouts, 6 Domino Masks, 6 Round 
inkii 6 Serviettes, 12 Candles, 1 Fancy Cake Frill, 


Fancy Crepe Caps, 
lloons, 6 Serviettes, 
for 7/6, 

of 6 miniature Hats, 





96 art! 








1 packet coloured Tooth Picks, 





. 3 for Party of Six to 


‘Twelve.—Consisting of 6 coloured Hats modelled in papier 
Mach, 6. full face Maske, 6 Hawaiian Leis, 24 


6 super Balloons, 2 
2 Whistle Wavers, 









4 Fold: 
Sweet 
for 30/-. 





37/6. 
‘ai 


N.8.W.. 
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CATARRH’ & STOMACH DISEASES 





Some sufferers never associate 
catarrh with stomach troubles, 
but it is a reality that catarrh. 
causes 90 per cent. of stomach 
diseases. People wonder why 
they have continual stomach 
troubles, are always in a 
never-well condition, lose 
weight, cannot digest food, 
and why their nerves are 
always upset. The reason is 
that, owing to the presence of 
an ‘abnormal quantity of 
mucus in the stomach, there is 
a loss of peristaltic action and 
the stomach can no longer 
deal with food. The constant) 
absorption of the poisons from 
a catarrhal condition brings a| 
long train of troubles which 
make life almost unbearable. 








Not only are there accumula- 
tions of phlegm in the throat, 
but with this are associated 
gastric disturbances and ner- 
Yous disorders. The circula- 
tion is sluggish, the sufferer 
becomes depressed, drow 
irritable, and the nervous sy8~ 
tem unstrung. Drugs and 
medicines only add more 
polsons to the circulation. 


50-Page Handbook Free 
This handbdok is a liberal educar 
tion in 20th century methods of 
treating diseases for those wha 
have failed to get relief and re- 
covery from ordinary treatments, 
A limited number available only. 
Send 4d. in stamps for postage of 
Book while still available. 








NATUROPATHIC INSTITUTE AND CLINICAL LABORATORIES 
Late Elisabeth Street 


GNow at) 9 Hill Street, Roseville, 
jox 1460, G. 





‘All Correspondence te 





NA 





W. Established 80 years, 
Sydney, 




















NOW in Australia ! 


ENDORSED BY 
CHURCHES, DOCTORS 
‘The Rythmeter 1s approved 
by every Religious Denom!- 
nation — including those 
opposed to birth control. 
Doctors approve. the Ryth 
meter method—there are no 
harmful gadgets or medi- 
cants. 


GUARANTEE 

The Rythmeter carries a 
Positive money-back guar- 
antee—if you are not com- 
pletely satisfied, if you do 
not feel the Rythmeter will 
make a big contribution to 
the success of your marriage, 


Zour money will be refunded 
y return mail without 
question. 


J.C. SANDFORD, Esq., 
26 Griffiths Street, 
‘W. Heidelberg, N.23, Vic. 


PROVEN natural Rhythm method for 





You too can use thi 


PLANNED PARENTHOOD 


WHAT IS RHYTHM? 
‘The Rhythm method of con- 
trolling the size of, families 
4s built on the fact thal 
there are only about 40 to 50 
hours per month when preg- 
nancy can result, ‘The 
Rythmeter 1s an American 
invention — a simple, accu- 
rate, selentifie calculator, 
which determines the dates 
when a woman is fertile and 
when she 1s sterile, 


80-PAGE BOOK 

With the American Ryth- 
meter calculator comes an 
80-page book, beautifully 
bound and illustrated, and 
containing complete instruc- 
tions. This book is printed 
in the U.S.A, 


SIMPLE, SAFE, CERTAIN 


‘The Rythmeter 1s simple and 
completely safe. It 1s not a 
contraceptive. Clinical tests 
over 13 years, and under full 
medical supervision, proved 
the Rhythm method fully 
effective in 99.9% of all cases. 
It gives new hope to couples 
who have for years been 
denied wanted babies, 


Mail today for FREE 
Confidential Brochure 
and details! 




























©. SANDFORD, Esq., 26 
N.23, View 


Dear Sir,—Please send me, wit 


Grifiths St, W. Heldelber 





ithout any obligation, free confl- 


dential brochure and details of the American Rythmeter, 


enclose a stamped, addressed 





ADDRESS 


| 
| NAME ..ssesee 
| 
| 





pve ‘ 








envelope for this purpose. | 











Address Editor, AUSTRALIAN 
Woman’s Minrot, Boo 2521, 
GP.0., Sydney. ” Give name 
and address (for our informa- 
tion only) no reply otherwise. 


{Red Cross Tracing 
Bureau (all State capitals) 
seeks Mrnnor readers’ help in 
locating + i 

‘Miss Isobel Bridge, who, 
during the war lived at Potts 
Point, N.S.W. 

Frane " Podobnik, of 
Marco; born Varazdin, Yugo- 
slavia,’ 1895; to Australia via 
U.S.A,, 1918; was a paste 
manufacturer; last news, 
Sydney, 1934. 

Frederick and Mrs. Bouka 
Desider; to Australia from 
Rumania, 1935; lived Bdge- 
cliff, N.S.W,, until 1943 


4) We can now give further 
help to the following readers. 
Will you please send stamped, 
addressed envelopes for refer: 
ence of offers received : 

Mrs, M.S. (Richmond, 
8.A.)¢ Words of Sweet Jenny 


Lee. 
MW. (Wentworth 
Falls, N.S." Supper-cloth 
Jace (cup and saucer design). 
.C. (Blacksmiths, N.S.W.) ? 
Words of Lasca and’ Asleep at 
the Switch. 

Mrs. 0. (Greymouth, N.Z.. 
Information about" butto 
hole attachment. 

1 K.C.C. (Wagga, N.S.W.): 
Much” too thin," and we 
already have an article on the 





son 





























subject. 

7 Mrs. C. (College Park, 
8.A.): (1) Mrs. J. Ellis, 25 
Greenknowe Flats,  Green- 
knowe. Ave. Potts Point, 
N.S.W., is President of 
Penguin Club of Australia. 

(2) No need to make 
moulds for —_papler-mache : 
simply turn glass dish or 
bowl upside down, polish it 


well till dry and shiny, cover 
many pieces of paper with 
paste and put paste outwards 
on the mould, pushing it into 
any pattern’ on the glass, 
cover with another layer, 
paste that and continue to 
build up. (Full instructions 
on making of papier-mache 
will be sent upon receipt of 
8d. stamp, together with 
stamped, ‘and . addressed 
envelope for return.) 

(3) Any large Adelaide 
bookstore should be able to 
supply. 


(Mrs. S.J. (Bundaberg, 
Q.): Directions appeared in 
Minnon dated 17/1/'51. Copy 
will be sent upon receipt of 
8d. in stamps. 

{Mac (Mullumbimby, 
N.S.W.): | Thank you for 
offer, but we have already 
sent help. 

(2) Sorry we cannot trace 
directions for a lacey bed- 
cape knitted in’ pink and blue 
S-ply wool. 

4 Mrs. J.P.M. (Toowoomba, 
Q.): Search for skein of 
Patons & Baldwins 4-ply knit- 
ting wool, No. 1030, has been 
unsuccessful: understand 
this shade is no longer being 
made. Sorry we cannot help. 








+ BTATE 
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1 GH.(Blayney, N.S.W. 
Lemon ‘Yeast is made by 





Answers to Correspondents 


using juice of half a good 
lemon, 1 tablespoon flour, 1oz. 
sugar and 1 pint lukewarm 
water. Mix and bottle: good 
yeast to use in hot weather. 

No doubt you have by this 
time had word from our 
Advertising Department and 
also from ‘the reader. Should 
you still have no reply from 
the latter will you please let 
us know. 

4 Miss! M.W. (Hammond- 
ville, N.8.W.): (1) Nothing 
outstanding in your list of 
coins: value is given at 4/- 
the lot. 

(2) Nor are these two coins 
in any way rare: worth about 
‘9d. each. 


1.Mrs. CE, (Boulla, Q. 
Sorry to hear of your mis- 
fortune, and regret to tell you 
it is almost impossible to re- 
move watermarks from 
materials such as shot taffeta 
or satin-back crepe. 


CHN, (Alice 
Springs, N.T.); Setting out 
right enough, but the story 
is an old one, and late. Try 
us with other: 


Y Mrs, C. (Charlestown, 

. ‘We have not been 
instruction 
booklet on use of the Lennox 
buttonhole attachment, but 
have been advised the trouble 
is more likely to be the fault 
of your machine and not the 
attachment. 

‘A bent needle or needle not 
specially designed for your 
machine can cause stitches to 
be missed and failure in pick- 
ing up cotton from shuttle. 
It would be wise to get 
nearest Singer Machine agent 
to look at your machine. 

Your loyalty and ‘good 
wishes are greatly apprect- 
ated, 


1 Mrs. RF, (Canterbur; 
N.S.W.)? Have asked Mri 
Nicholas to “please explain. 
Will let you know as soon as 
we hear. 


{ Mrs. B. (Seville, Vic. 
Good of you to let us know: 
information has been noted. 


{.A.B. (Ringwood, Vie.) : 
ayes paint used on tiles 
and which will withstand out- 
door wear and tear should:be 
suitable for use on fireplace 
brick surround. 

However if ‘you first seal 
the bricks with an undercoat 
of one of the cement-sealing 
paints, you could use any oil 
or enamel paint on the fire- 
place surround. 


Mrs, C. (Nowra, 
N.S.W.) (1) “Everlasting” 
daisies, statice and the like, 
are grown in New South 
Wales and occasionally are on 
sale in florists’ shops: the 
local florist may be able to 
arrange to get some for you. 

(2) Regret we have ‘not 
been able to get the domed 
mounts for either brooches or 
wall-plaques, Sorry we can- 
not help you. 

1EZ. (Fern Tree Gully, 
Vic.) : Should we hear from a 
reader who is willing to make 
available a secondhand copy 






























of Rider Haggard’s Ayesha or J. 


Return of She, we will let you 
know. 


B, (Kogarah, 
N.S.W.): Following recipe is 
for a floor polish which needs 
only an occasional rub and 
lasts 6 to 9 months. Into 
quart tin shred lb. beeswax, 
add % pint pure turpentine, 
stand tin in boiling water 
(best to do it outdoors, vapor 
is inflammable) and stir till 
wax melts (renewing outer 
heat if necessary), “Add 1 
pint boiling water, I teaspoon 
soft soap, loz. washing soda, 
1 tablespoon methylated 
spirit, 2 tablespoons liquid 
ammonia, Stir well, leave 2 
days, then drain away any 
water. Apply with soft pad, 
do not polish too much. 


F. (Cronull 
N.S.W.)! Regret we are. w 
able to trace article telling 
how to make a pottery kiln. 
Mrs. L. _(Whitebridge, 
N.S.W.): Can let you have 
spare copy sent in response 
to previous inquiry: will you 
please send covering postage. 


J Mrs. M. (Dunedin, N.Z. 











Doll Repair Depot, ' Second. 
Floor, Linden Court, Market 
St, Sydney, has a wide 





variety of the glass eyes used 
in toy-making, but the only 
plastic-covered’ “rolling” eyes 
are those on dolls’ face masks. 
For further details will you 
lease write direct ‘to the 


q MC. (Kurrt — Kurrt, 
N.S.W.) : Best: plan would be 
to place all the facts before 
the Deputy Commissioner of 
Paxation, 14 Castlereagh St., 
Sydney. 


{ Mrs. BM.C. (Rosebery, 
Tas.) : (1) Basier to resubmit 
the articles: no chance then 
of them being mislaid. 

(2) Understand silent key- 
boards have not been avail- 
able for some years, 


J Minnor thanks go to the 
following for ready response 
to appeals for help? 

Miss G.H. (Bundaberg, Q. 
Mrs. MeL. (Bur woo 
N.S.W.); Rosa (Narrogin, 
WA.) | MP: (Coorparoo, @.. 
Mrs. C.F." (Miranda, N.S.W. 
BMP. (Nyah, Vic.) 


4 Offers of the following 
are very much appreciated, 
but we have already sent help 
to our inquirers: Mrs, H.N. 
(Horsham, Vic.) ; Mrs. H.W. 
(Wingen, ' N.S.W.); G.M, 
Howard, Qj); AAD. 
Rockhampton, ~Q.); “Mrs. 
ACP. (Sarina, Q.); 
(Salisbury, S.A.) ; “Mrs. 


























EC. 
(Maryborough, Q.) ; Mrs. J.G. 


(Aloomba, Q.); Mrs. A.R. 
(Blackburn, Vic.) ; Mrs. M.O. 
(Bundaberg, Q.); Mrs. . B. 
(Collie, W.A.) Mrs. W.B. 
(Heywood, Vic.) ; Mrs. A.M. 
(Pascoe Vale, Vie.); Z.B. 
(Brisbane) ; Eff (Longueville, 
.S.W.); Mrs. I. (Cessnock, 
N.S.W.) LR. (Forrestville, 
S.A.) ; Mrs. "MT, (Rockhamp- 
ton, .); SAE. (Speers 
Point, N.S.W.) ; Mrs. D.M.W. 
(Wagga, N.S.W.) ; Mrs,. G.! 
(St. Peters, NSW.) 
(Landsborough, ‘Q). 
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WOMEN .. 
ALWAYS USE 





Sunburn 
Chapped Skin 
Powder Base 


HINDS 


HONEY AND ALMOND 
CREAM 


HHI9 


FORD PILLS havo ree 
duced me from II 
st. 2 Ibs. to 8 3 

and | he 
hi indigestion of 
constipation since f 
Sorted takin 
tach day, People 
HY lotto young 
te” be the ‘mother 
of BP children 
Ford’ Pills ore 
patvellous ‘fot 
# 


‘tat give you 
the valuabto Inxative 


Start se of 
Ford Pills to-day. 
Ford Pills in the uw 
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Short Story 
Tread on Dreams 


(Continued from page 17.) 

He went sadly out of the 
flower territory and found 
himself among the vege- 
tables, and from the vege- 
tables he went to the live- 
stock — cheeping yellow 
chickens, golden ducklings, a 
litter of spaniel pups, black 
and glossy, with awkward 
feet and floppy ears. 

He stood looking at them 
and his heart turned over 
the same as when he had 
been a little boy and coveted 
a pup. 

‘The man behind the stall 
called out an attractive price 
in a tone that hinted he 
would come even lower, but 
what was the use? Malcolm 
Mansions might permit a 
stray primrose, but it would 


never allow a flop-eared 
pup. 
Yet in that moment it 


came to Geoff that he must 
have the pup. Several pups. 
Chickens.” Ducklings.» PA 
farm where one could keep 
the pups and chickens and 
ducklings, and in. the cottage 
on the farm a—a wife. 

The realisation of his 
decision as to his future went 
through him in an instant, 
swift, sure tide. 

He turned eagerly, but as 
he turned his oye fell on the 
smallest pup. Though dogs 
are not normally vegetarians, 
this one was chewing a green 
stem. It was not any old 
stem. It was a primrose 
stem, and at the end was a 
poor bleached flower. 


“Where did this come 
from?” he demanded thickly. 
“The pup?” 


“The primrose.” 

“Same place as the pup.” 

“Where's that?” 

“Did you want to buy the 
pup?” 

It was blackmail, of course, 
but Geoff parted out the 
money, took the pup and 
waited for directions. 

“Appleville Kennels,” said 
the man. “Appleville’s just 
across the mountains”—— 


It does not take so long 
if you have a car. As he 
drove, Geoff planned: “Must 
trade this in for a utility. 
More useful for taking in the 
produce.” 

As he neared the village he 
became a trifle worried. A 
man was going to feel a fool 
pulling up and asking the 
way to a patch of stray prim- 
roses. 

He need not have worried. 
There were not only prim- 





roses,» There were freezias 
and polyanthus and even a 
few daffodils for the picking. 
There were honey hives and 
bean rows and__ piglets 
thrown in for good-measure. 
There were white, clean 
little farms, and on one par- 
ticularly attractive one a 
notice “For Sale.” 

Suddenly, overwhelmingly, 
Geoffréy Holloway thought 
of the girl in 84. 


‘Next morning Kerrie 
Nolan was awakened by an 
insistent knock on her door. 

She bundled. herself into 
a dressing-gown and crossed 
the room, 

“You!” she frowned. 

“The young feller, toa,” 
introduced Geoff, putting 
the spaniel in her arms. 

Kerrie cuddled the warm 


black mass. “Oh, he’s ador- 
able, Where did you get 
him? — But you can't keep 


him here, you know.” 

“I don’t intend to. He's 
going back where he came 
rom. Ever heard of Apple- 
ville?” 


“You know I have, You 
know I— _ Good gracious, 
what's that?” 


There was no escaping 
the fact that something was 
happening in Malcolm Man- 
sions. There was a stir in 
the air, an uprush of excite- 
ment, an exhilaration. 

“It’s the __ pilgrimage,” 
grinned Geoff. “It’s the 
annual rite. Kerrie, my girl, 
come and witness me step 
off their dream.”~ 

They only reached the 
bottom of the stairs in time. 
Mrs. Simms had _ beaten 
Jeanie and taken up the 
cause for Sussex, “Bluebells 
riding down the hills like 
flood-water.” 

“There was a field beside 
the Somme,” said George 
Harris, “where poppies 
in just such abandon.” 


“Loch Lomond,” put in 


the heather-dreamer. “I 
remember once”—— 
The two edelweisses 


babbled eagerly to anyone 
who would listen, “Snow 
marguerite time,” _ they 
shrilled. “So beautiful" 


It was Kerrie’s turn, but 
all at once she could not 
think what to say. Instinc- 
tively, she turned to Geo! 
for help. > 


“Appleville,” he recited. 
“Honey hives, bean rows, 
piglets, pups, and a farm 
for sale, And I bought it.” 
‘And before every one of the 





pilgrims he kissed Kerrie on 
her soft pink mouth, 
Another time they might 
have raised their brows, but 
this time was different. Jt 
was Spring, and anything 
happens in’ Spring—even a 
primrose in the middle of a 
pocket-handkerchief lawn. 


“Will you come back there 
with me, Kerrie Nolan?" 
Geoff Holloway proposed, 
and he saw the stars light 
up in her eyes. 

He fidgeted as he waited 
for his answer. Everything 
depended on this girl. With- 

(Continued on page 25.) 





Growing up on Cadbury's Bournville Cocoa 


BOURNVILLE KIDD 





are happy, hearty—always full of fun! 


Somewhere in every schaol child’s day, there's a 


place for Cadbury's Cocoa, With stud) 


and play 


filling up a long and busy day, school children need 
plenty of nourishment to go on and grow on. 


Wise mothers insist on their having the right food 
at the right time — and that includes a cup or two 
of delicious, health-building cocoa for breakfast, and 


at bedtime. 


It’s true that the rich chocolaty good- 


ness of Cadbury's Bournville Cocoa makes kiddies. 
feel warm and well on the 
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coldest day. 


Naturally, most mothers keep 
Bournville 
hand — for drinking and for 
cooking too — do you? ... 2/9 
half pound, 5/3 pound. 


CADBURY'S 
BOURNVILLE 


Cocoa always on 


COCOA 


makes you feel warm and well 
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Doctors Prove Palmolive 
can bring YOU... 


Q Ob... Nea 


ve wUT 


Wash your face with 
Palmolive soap, Then 
for 60 seconds massage 
your clean face with 
Palmolive’s soft lovely 
lather. Rinse! Do this 
twice a day for 14 days. 
This cleansing massage 
will bring your skin 
Palmolive’s beauti- 
fying effect. 


REGULAR & 


ECONOMY BATH SIZE 





“Mirror” Baby-wear 





Reprints available: Cro- 
chet Set (silk), 6d; wool, 
6d. Knitted Set 
pieces), 1/-. 
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aan la Donorn.. 


“VW WSS Oliness| 


Added softn 
v ‘Smoothness ha m 


Fewer, tiny blemishes— 









‘nd incipient blackheads 1 


Complexion clear 
more radiant)” 






















DEAF? 


“Chico” Invisible Earphones, 

21/- Pair. Worn inside your 

ears, no cords or batteries. 

Guaranteed for your lifetime. 
Write for Free Booklet, 
EARPHONE CO., 

No. 6 State Shopping Block, 
Market Street, Sydney. 








Your Health and Beauty 





SPRING CLEANING THE MEDICINE CHEST 


P gcse’ every household 
has a medicine chest. 
However, too many of them 
are cluttered with such 
things as the mixture 
Grandpa had for his rheu- 
matics the year before last, 
the tablets Mother took 
when she was expecting 
Susan six years ago, and 2 
host of half-empty bottles 
about which. everyone is a 
little vague, but which they 
feel sure will “come in 
handy someday.” y 
Every six months the 
medicine chest should be 
cleaned out: old  prescrip- 
tions emptied out and essen- 
tials renewed, Especially so 
where there are children. 
Although —all_ poisons, 
tablets and the like should 
be locked away or in a place 
children cannot _ possibly 
reach, it is advisable to have 
the essential remedies close 
at hand in case of emer- 


gency. 

Our ambulance man 
advised me to stock the 
medicine chest as follows: 

Top Shelf: Individually- 
prescribed medicines, tablets, 
Ointment, medicine glass. 

Middle Shelf: Aspirin, ad- 
hesive bandage strips, acri- 
flavine (or other mild 
antiseptic), jars of sterilised 
bandages | and —_ dressings, 
eucalyptus oil (for tooth- 
ache or inhalation), friar’s 
balsam (to seal cuts), 
tweezers, scissors. 

Bottom Shelf: Epsom salt, 
boric lint (dressing for 
gravel rash and the like), 
vaseline (to soothe inflam- 
mation), Dettol (antiseptic 
for gargle, ‘lotion for bath- 
ing sores), tannic acid jelly 
for burns), absorbent lint 
ter applying ointments) , 
oil of cloves (for toothache) , 
boracic acid (for bathing 
eyes, burns), safety-pins, 
thermometer. 

In our household the chil- 
dren each have their own 
small medicine box in their 
own desks: a cardboard box 
with a small bottle of 
peroxide, some band-aids, 
burn cream and a snake-bite 
outfit which they proudly 
take on all country excur- 
sions and hikes. 

Although for city and 
suburban mothers it is easy 
and comparatively inexpen- 
sive to stock the medicine 
chest, country mothers will 


often have to rely on ordin- 
ary household odds and ends 
for emergencies. | Many 
everyday kitchen remedies 
are excellent. 

I find vinegar invaluable 
as a preventative of sunburn, 
All the children rub vinegar 
on their skins before going 
out for the first swims or 
surfs of the season, and 
acquire an even suntan quite 
painlessly. 

Headaches in our family 
are always eased and often 
cured by a wet handkerchiet 
which has been soaked in a 
cup of very cold water to 
which a  dessertspoon of 
vinegar has been added. 
This is placed on the 
patient's head while he lies 
down in a darkened room. 

In hot weather a similar 
vinegar pack on the stomach 
will bring down a tempera- 
ture and induce sleep. It is 
my favorite cure for sleep- 
lessness in Summer. 

Vinegar, too, is excellent 
as a final rinse when sham- 
pooing the children’s hair, 
and a tablespoonful of vine- 
gar in the water when wash- 
ing a sick child’s room makes 
it smell fresh and clean and 
leaves no nasty disinfectanty 
smell. 

Bicarbonate of Soda can 
be effectively used for shock 
sickness, Half a teaspoonful 
in a glass of warm water, 
sipped slowly, is excellent. 


I have found half a tea- 
spoon of sugar and half a 
teaspoon of soda added to 
half a pint of boiled water 
and taken either hot or cold 
the surest cure for children’s 
gastric complaints, vomit- 
ing and diarrhoea. 

To soothe any skin irrita- 
tion four tablespoons of 
bicarb. soda added to a large 
bath will help considerably, 
and I apply it dry to burns 
(not blistered). _ Chafed 
buttocks and napkin rash 
are also eased by this simple 
treatment. 

Mustard is another house- 
hold commodity that can be 
added to baths. Two table- 
spoons mixed with water 
and added to a child's hot 
bath for convulsions and 
‘one tablespoon in a basin of 
hot water for tired feet. 


(Let feet soak, dry thor- 
oughly, then add tale 
powder.) 
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For a mustard poultice, 
mix mustard. and flour in 
equal quantities, wet and 
spread it on brown paper. 

Leave the plaster on from 
20 to 30 minutes. I always 
rub olive oil on the skin 
first to avoid burning, and 
with children make a milder 
mixture. 

Mustard and water makes 
an excellent emetic. 

Cloudy Ammonia ‘proved 
invaluable in our house- 
hold last Summer. We 
used it primarily to soothe 
sandfly bites, but found it in- 
valuable for bluebottle or 
wasp stings, 

It can also be used instead 
of sal-volatile to revive a 


fainting person and for 
cleaning the floors (weak 
solution of the sick- 


room. 

If no ammonia is avail- 
able, the bluebag is hard to 
beat for soothing insect 
bites and stings, 

Kerosene is another excel- 
lent disinfectant when wash- 
ing floors. Too, it can be 
mixed with vaseline to clear 
a school-child’s hair from 
lice, Mix in equal parts, 
leave on overnight and then 
shampoo thoroughly. 

Last but not least is 
Common Salt. 

Use one teaspoon to a pint 
of water for bathing sore 
eyes, for cleaning the nose 
or for.an enema (warm) , 

For gargling the throat, 
two teaspoons to the pint 
will be needed, 

A bag of hot salt will ease 
toothache or earache if 
applied locally. 

If you have no antiseptic 
with which to bathe a cut, 
add salt to boiled water and 
apply. It stings a little, but 
is effective. Salt and water 
is an effective emetic. 

I find it most helpful to 
tack up a list of simple first- 
aid remedies on the inside of 
my medicine chest door and 
then I do not panic in an 
emergency: simply check 
and make sure I am doing 
the right thing. This-is also 
a great help to baby-sitters 
and child-minders. 

A scrub with soap and 
water will kill many a hardy 
germ, but it is comforting to 
know there’s a well-stocked 
medicine chest in the house. 
—NURSE (Q.). 
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You can ve 


SLIM 


The safe and natural way to 
reduce is to eliminate the 
residues and toxic poisons 
that cause excess weight. More 
than a laxative, Bile’ Beans 
contain a valuable new ingred- 
jent that stimulates the liver, 
aids digestion and helps to 
take off unwanted fat. You 
gain health as you lose pounds, 
Get Bile Beans to- and 
start slimming to-night. 


1+, 2/- & 4/- at all Chemists 





“New Hope 
for 
ARTHRITIS 
SUFFERERS” 


ARTHRITIS, what it is... 
its causes, and how it can 
be effectively treated in your 
own home, is very clearly 
and truthfully explained in 
this new booklet entitled 
“New Hope for Arthritis 
Sufferers.” 

‘This easily: understood 
and most informative treat- 
ise is based on the personal 
experiences and consequent 
findings of @ layman whose 
name is well known in con- 
nection with healing work 
in this country, and who has 
devoted the last 17 years to 
the study and treatment of 
chronic Rheumatic manifes- 
tations, both in Australia 
and overseas. 

‘As evidence of his success 
in this field, the writer has 
in his possession today over 
6000 testimonials, letters of 
appreciation, ete, from 
grateful past users, many 
of whom had suffered hope- 
lessly for 20 years and 
longer. (Over 100 recently 
received testimonials, fully 
addressed, signed and’ dated, 
are included in this booklet.) 

Every Arthritie should 
carefully read this booklet 
regardless of how long they 
may have suffered, or what 
treatment they have had or 
contemplate having, Send 











you by return of post. 
Write drect to— 

W. J. PIETSCH, 

46 Blizabeth Street 


MBLBOURNE, C.1, VIC. 
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Short Story ... 
Tread on Dreams 


(Continued from page 23.) 
out her there was none ot 
those things he wanted, be- 
cause she was the core of it 
all, Home meant Kerrie. 
“They're going’ inside,” he 
said, plucking at her sleeve. 


“It's all over. The pilgrim- 
age, I mean, It's time for 
breakfast.” 


Kerrie still stood with the 
stars in her eyes, and he 
waited, then nudged 
impatiently again, 

She turned the shining 
violets on him, and he knew 
his answer, Not quite yet, 
perhaps, Maybe. not next 
week, nor the week after, 
but he knew what those stars 
were promising him. 

She shook off his plucking 
hand, but the gesture was 
gentle. 

“Be quiet, you greedy, 
rather nice idiot,” she re- 
proved. “Can't you see I'm 
miles away, yet you go 
clamoring for food! 

“Oh, Geoff—Geoff, dear, 
step off my dreams.” 

[Tue Env] 


— 
Home from Home 


(Continued from page 5.) 
It was rumored that a 
prowler had been disturbed 
in one of the guest's rooms. 
I woke a few nights 
later to the creak of boards 
in the hall. Silence. A 
couple more creaks followed 
by silence, 
ia reat on ‘for the 
length of the passage and 
badk again for what seemed 
hours, as I lay perspiring 
with fright. At last: the 
footsteps went down the 











back staircase and out into’ 


the street. 

A couple of nights later 
the footsteps were repeated. 
As they approached my door 
I became desperate. Any- 
thing was preferable to lying 
terrified in the dark, 

As “He” cam? to my door 
I jumped heavily on to the 
floor, switched on the light 
and threw the door open. 
Running footsteps had 
turned the corner, 0, 
thumping heavily, I gave 
chase. A door in the toilet 
section banged loudly, so I 
scurried back to bed. 

What “He” would have 
done if “He” had turned to 
face his pursuer and found 
it to be a diminutive female 
in gaily striped pyjamas, I 
do not know. 


Although this incident was 
not directly responsible, 1 
soon said “Yes” to a per- 
sistent admirer, and was 
pleased to take to myself a 
protector. We then moved 
to a bigger mining town 
with an outsize housing 
problem, and for the first 
year of our married life were 
forced to live in—yes, you 
have guessed it; a dreary 
succession of them!—CURIE. 


—— 
Those Illusive Millions 

(Continued from page 6.) 
were forced to cudgel our 
brains for something else. 

Every meal-time found us 
putting forward something 
promising, but for a long 
time we did not strike work- 
able ground, 

Then, like Venus from the 
waves, the Everlasting Gas- 
lighter was born. It waxed 
and waned for years and its 
potentialities were indeed a 
gold-mine. It offered wide 
scope, being adaptable to 
almost any shape, or material, 
or size, It could be used for 
huge appliances, or tiny 
cigarette lighters, and every 
time our heated family 
debates ended in agreement 
on any point, one of us 
brought up a new angle to 
upset the decision again. 

If father wanted candle- 
shape lighters, mother sug- 


gested that little lamps 
would be better. 
Each suggestion called for 


extended investigation. Costs 
of raw materials required, 
man-hours at so much per 
hour, distribution contacts, 
world patent rights and 
other matters came into the 
picture. Authorities were 
consulted. Model _ lighters 
were fashioned and farmed 
out for “trials.” Subsidiary 
companies were mooted, 

It all became so involved 
that the Everlasting Gas- 
lighter was suffocated in the 
toils of the only land it ever 
illuminated: the Land of 
Dreams. 

We hardly felt its passing, 
so soon were we involved in 
the greatest, the most en- 
during of al} our patents: 
the gadget for repairing 
shoe-heels, 

I cannot say a great deal 
about this one as there are 
signs that somebody may 
still revive it! 

It loomed before us when 
Father, ‘looking up from a 
page of intricate figuring he 
had’ been pencilling, said, 
“T've got it this time! How 

(ontinued on page 30.) 








New improved 


Modess 


for 




















me! 











ah 





The new BLUE THREAD tells me at 


a glance! It makes certain of complete 
security. 
The introduction of the BLUE THREAD adds a 


new ease and convenience to Modess—shows in- 
stantly how to take advantage of its exclusive 


feature—the full-length Safety Shield. 


ion. at nt 
qualities of the napkin are 
used—the full-l sofety 
shiold onsures posit 
tection and peace of mind. 
The BLUE THREAD has 
been added to that you 
will know instantly 

the correct side to. 


ive pro- 


clusive Modes 


for absolute comfort and protection 


~Modess Belt, 










ANIONS 





Ask for the Modess Belt with pins or 


clips ... easy to adjust .. . reassuringly 
safe! 
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ApplePeanut Crumble 

Five apples, } cup water, 
2 tablespoons lemon juice, } 
teaspoon cinnamon, 3 table- 
spoons s.r. flour, } cup 
rolled oats, $ cup sugar, 4 
cup peanut butter, 2 table- 
spoons butter. 

Peel, core and slice apples, 
arrange in a baking-dish and 
sprinkle .with water, lemon 
juice and cinnamon. 


Mix flour with roHed oats 


and. sugar, blend in peanut” 


butter and butter, spread 
over apples, Bake in slow 
oven 50 minutes.—‘Reor,” 
Abbotsford, Vic. 


Liver Dumplings 
Take lb. liver, 1 egg, 4 
slices white bread, 1 table- 
spoon breadcrumbs, 2 des- 
sertspoons butter, 1 small 
onion, 1 teaspoon lard, 


pepper and salt. 


Doubly delicious, and far more nourish- 
ing... that's fruit with Creamy Custard! 
velvety - smooth, 


You can make a 


economical Custard by using Foster 
Clark's fine quality Custard Powder... 
it's the very finest. 
eggs are needed! 
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And remember, no 





READERS’ TESTED RECIPES 








Soak bread in cold water 
and squeeze well. Mince 
raw liver and mix with 
bread, adding butter, lard 
and egg. Next add, grated 
onion, seasoning to taste and 
breadcrumbs. 


Form into small balls and 
let stand for half an, hour. 
Bring salted water to the 
boil and cook dumplings for 
10 minutes. Serve hot with 
green vegetables and pota- 
toes—“Mary,” Wellington, 
NZ, 


|... Prune Spiral 

‘Rub 1 cup margarine into 
2 cups s-r, flour and salt. 
Mix to a stiff dough with 


Fea! 


NEW 48-PAGE 






sted and proved, swe 
Enclose’ 3d. 





water, then roll out thinly 
into a long strip Sin. wide. 

Place down the centre 
some chopped stewed prunes, 
fold pastry edges over to 
form a long sausage and curl 
spiralwise into a 
basin, Steam 1} hour.’ Serve 
with cream, — “Miway,” 
Adelaide. 

Devilled Veal 

Take 1} cup minced, 
cooked veal, 1 tablespoon 
chopped onion, 1 tablespoon 
green pepper, 2 tablespoons 
minced celery, 2 cups hot 
milk or stock, 2 tablespoons 
shortening, 4 tablespoons 
flour, } teaspoon mustard, 
salt, cayenne, breadcrumbs, 
4 cup grated cheese. 

Chop the onion, pepper 
and celery and fry in the 
shortening; stir in the flour 


greased Q 


tin, smoothing evenly around 
with a knife. 

Put pieces of date on top 
and sprinkle with sugar. 
Bake } hour in a moderate 
oven.—“G.S,” Maryborough, 


Rabbit Flippéts 
Mince }lb. cooked rabbit 
meat with 2oz. cooked bacon, 
season, and add 1 teaspoon 
lemon juice. Melt — loz. 
butter or lard, blend in loz. 
flour and stir in } pint milk, 
then add the meat. 
‘When it is thoroughly 
mixed, turn out to cool, 
Make a short pastry with 
half the usual quantity .ot 
shortening, roll thin, cut into 
small squares 2in.-2}in,, fill 
with meat mixture, roll up, 
coat with egg and bread- 
crumbs and deep fry. Drain 





PRIZE RECIPE 


[BN SHILLINGS 4@ paid edoh peek for an outstanding 


recipe. 
not returned.) 


Other recipes, 2/6 each. 


(Rejected recipes are 


FISH IN NUTTY PASTRY 


Take 60x, shortcrust pastry, 
about 24 cups flaked cooked 
fish, 1} cup white sauce, 1 


egg-yolk, 1  dessertspoon 
lemon ‘juice, } teaspoon 
celery salt, 2 tablespoons 


chopped green peppers (may 
be omitted), 1. egg-white, 
about 2 tablespoons shelled 
peanuts, 

Combine fish and the 
sauce, beaten with the egg- 
yolk. Season with lemon 
juice or a little sherry, Add 


celery salt and green pepper. 

Turn into a pie-dish and 
top with pastry, trimming 
edges and decorating with 
pastry leaves. Glaze with 
beaten egg-white and 
sprinkle with peanuts, 

Bake in hot oven 10 
minutes, reduce heat to 
moderate and cook a further 
10-15 minutes, Serve hot-— 
Mrs. J. Tennant, 36 Mitchell 
St., Newnham, Tas. 





and add 
Season to taste, 
Cook till thick, Add. the 
veal. 

Put in individual dishes. 
sprinkle with crumbs and 

ted cheese. Bake till 
nicely browned. . Garnish 
with lemon slices and serve 
hot. — “Rufa,” Gosford, 
NSW. 


Braided Ring Cake 

Three rounded  table- 
spoons butter, $ cup sugar, 
2 or 3 tablespoons cold 
water, 1 egg, } cup sultanas, 
1; cup s-r. flour, 1 level 
teaspoon ground cinnamon, 
a few dates. 

Beat butter and sugar to 
a cream and add egg. Sift 
in dry ingredients, add sul- 
tanas,.then water. (Consis- 
tency of mixture should be 
firm.) Place in spoonfuls 
around a well-greased ring 


stock or milk. 


well and serve hot—"Bing,” 
Stirling West; S.A. 
Prawn Savory 

Place a tin of . spaghetti 
and tomato sauce in a sauce- 
pan and heat. Add 1 cup of 
chopped prawns, a dash ot 
cayenne pepper with a table- 
spoon of lerfion juice and 
chopped parsley. 

Heat for 3 minutes and 
serve with fingers of buttered 
toast.—“Sudden,” —Marrick- 
ville, N.S.W. 

Coffee-Fruit Pudding 

Sift 80z, s.-r. flour, } tea- 
spoon salt and 1 level tea- 
spoon mixed spice into a 
bowl, and rub in 2oz. of 
cooking fat. 

Mix in 4oz, cleaned and 
stoned seedless raisins, or 
other dried fruit, and 302. 
sugar and form into a batter 
with } pint of water and 1 
tablespoon of coffee essence. 
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Bake in a greased pie-dish 
in a moderately hot oven 
for about 40 minutes— 
“N.A..” Lillimur, Vic. 

Date-Honey Delight 

One cup s-r. flour, } cup 
finely-chopped dates, 1 table- 
spoon butter, 1 dessertspoon 
sugar, 2 tablespoons milk. 

Rub butter into flour and 
sugar, add dates. and mix 
with milk, 

Roll out to jin, thickness, 
mark in squares or fingers 
and bake to a golden brown. 

Before serving spread each 
piece lightly with honey and 
serve with cream.—‘Ted,” 
Mt. Perry, Q. 








JUNKET TABLETS 


A 





VIDAL'S WONDER SALVE 
For arthritic and nervous pains, 
burns and skin sores—6/- and 10, 

posted. Also famous herbal treat- 
ment for complaints causing pain 
‘and distress. Two months’ course 
50/-. Physiotherapy treatment also 
available, Free advice by post. 
E. VIDAL, 155 King Street, 

Sydney. MA 7294. 
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7-Minute Mulligatawny, 
Fish Fillets in Celery Sauce, Peas, 
Stuffed Potatoes, Banana Fritters 


T-Minute Mulligatawny: Fry 4 cup each chopped 

Got en ae ton ke tome al oles 

brown. Stir in2 level teaspoons curry powder and 

1 tablespoon chutney. Add 4 cups water, bring to 

boll and add 1 packet Continental Chicken Noodle 
up. Cook 7 minutes. 





Curry fans—and others—will cheer you to the 
echoes for this hot-and-hearty soup. Imagine belng. 
able to make @ mulligatawny In 7 minutes! Got 
plenty of Continental on the shelf? 





1 
- / SOUP MAKES THE MEAL... 


WHEN CONTINENTAL MAKES THE SOUP 


e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
Good soup says: welcome home the moment you open the front door 
aieell the menu for an unexpected guest . . . turns a quick snack e 
into a satisfying meal. e 
_ Time-was when home-cooked soups took hours of patient sim- 
mering. Now they’re made in minutes—the Continental way. Time e Quick Minestrone, Stuffed Frankfurt, 
was when chicken soup was a luxury. Now—made with Continental  @  Sweet-and-sour Red Cabbage, Potato Pancakes 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 
e 





brand — it costs less than regular soups. ehelinhiCeremeliice.Creney 
Continental makes it so easy to pamper your Burk Mineatrones, Add 1 peciage Foadeenet 
chicken-loving family with real chicken soup . . . so Kad 1 small onion (minced), 1 tomato (chopped), 
Stikaous variations, (They/te cooked ia 7 sists, feertigceee) mimo td te 
make four bowls at Teast.) i 





inely-grated cheese, 
‘Wonderful Italian Minestrone—perfect prelude to 
amemorable meal! Who would believe it actually 





saves you money made the extra-easy Continental 
1. « « Serve Ie soon! 


[3 


way. Serve It 





: 


feel 


Tomato Chicken Consomme, 
Individual Steak & Kidney Pies, 
wer, Buttered Spinach, 
stuffed with Mincemeat 





Baked Api 


Tomato Chicken Consomme: Add 1 packet 
‘Continental Chicken Noodle Soup to 2 cups bolling. 

k 7 minutes, then add 2 cups tomato 
irve sprinkled with chopped parsley or 








Two favourite flavours in one delicious soup: 

fempting real chicken—and tomaco! Marvellous 

heating’” for the coldest winter night— 

and fresh-cooked in your own kitchen almost 
“Diner's ready!” 








Cream of Chicken Soup, 
Boo! Patties with Grilled Bananas, 


Beans, Cheesy Potato Crisps, 
Hot Gingerbread with Cream or Ice Cream 


‘Cream of Chicken Soup: Add 1. packet Contin« 
‘ental Chicken Noodle Soup to 2.cups boiling water. 
‘Cook 7 minutes, then stir In 2 cups milk. Reheat 
without boiling 





ind serve with toast sippets oF 
bacon. 


80 easy on the cook. And how that 
ir gets them In! This soup could 
become a command performance in your famil 
You’re sure of products recommended by BETTY KING: Continentai brand Chicken Noodle @ iris at least once s week Wonderful for 
‘Soup, Copha, Lipton Tea, Mellah Dessert kr Address ony correspondence to Betty King, Box 2625, G.P.O., Sydney. e CX.) 





% 
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Sister Sadie’s Letter 
Dear Pics—Some more news for you ‘about 
pen-friends. 

First, two girls in England would like to cor- 
respond with either girls or boys of about their 
own age in Australia and New Zealand. ‘They 
are: Margaret Wright (15), Thorntrees, Oker, 
Mattock, Derbyshire; Kathleen Moore (13), 15 
Arden View, Hodder ‘St., Accrington, Lancashire. 

Second, an ex-Pic and an aspiring Pic have 
written, stating that they are each starting up 
a pen-friends’ club and would like you to get in 
touch with them if you are interested. Their 
names are: Eva Hoy, Princes Highway, Narooma, 
N.S.W., and Rosalie Peard, Yarramlee, via 
Gundagal, N.S.W. 

And third is, I received a very nice letter from 
a school-teacher in Victoria giving particulars 
bf a pen-friends club he has been running over 
the past two years, as a hobby, for those 18 
years of age or under. 

‘The name of the’ club is: Aussie Junior 
Exchange Club, Box 13, Sandringham, Vie. 

If you intend writing to any of these people 
(excepting the two English girls of course) you 
must enclose a stamped addressed envelope for 
reply with your letter, 

Th closing, Pies, if you feel you have cause to 
complain about a’ pen-friends club mentioned in 
any of my letters I would like you to let me 
know, and if they are found to be unsatisfactory 
I shall cross the name off my reference list of 
pen-friends clubs. 

Lots of love to all, 


Box 2521, G.P.0., Sydney. 


A Story of Book-titles 
Walking along Trappers’ Trail I saw The Ivory 
Talisman guarded by Maggie the Magnificent. 
Walking along further I met Kobo the Brave who 
asked me if I had seen the Red Emperor. Just 
then Biggles, Air Detective, came along and asked 
what was the matter. We told him, but his search 
only revealed the Cave Twins who said they had 
only seen T'he Green Mountain Boy. 
Geoffrey Kokegei, M.O. (12), Bow 139, Watkerie, 
8.A.; Kurrajong Card. 


What Am I? 
My frat 4e in stump, but sot in trees 
My second’s in coffee, but not in tea; 
‘My third ie in orange’ and also in lemon; 
‘My fourth ts in monster, but not in demon; 
My Hyth te in flower, but not in bud; 
My sloth 46 in chaff, but not in oud? 
My seventh’s in knots, but not in miles; 
Ay eighth ts in doors, but not in, tiles; 
My whole is a part of the British Isles, 
(Answer next week.) 
Paula Petersen, M.0. (10), Rankine Flat Ré., 
Palmwoods, Q.; Kurrajong Card, 


ake HAUNTED 
MANSION 


THERE WAS A LOT MORE 
IEXPLAINING TO 00 WHEN 


Sister Sapis. 


ITHE CHILDREN FINALLY GOT 
TO_THEIR ANXIOUS PARE! 





AND LATER = 


My EMPLOVER 

WITH THESE TOKENS OF HIS 

ADMIRATION FOR YOUR COURAGE] 

WHICH SAVED HIM FROM HEAVY; 
LOSS OF VALUABLES. 


. The Chook Mystery 
My sister wrote to a pen-friend in England 
and told her what we had for Christmas dinner, 
mentioning that we had chook. Her pen-friend 
wrote back and asked her what chook was, for 
she had asked her friends and looked in the 
dictionary, but she could not find out what it 
was. It made us laugh. 


Brian Clancy (9), 15 Forsyth 8t., Fairfield, Q.3 
Kurrajong Card. 





COUNTRY LAND. 


Edna Murray, M.C. (15), Gunderman, N.8.W.3 
Budgeree Card. 


, Jolly’s Lookout 
Daddy took us for a picnic to Mt. Nebo. The 
picnic ground is called “Jolly’s Lookout.” From 
the top of the mountain we could see the sea and 
Moreton Island. 
Peter Hodges (8), St. Johns Ave. St. John’s 
Wood, Ashgrove, Q.; Kurrajong Card. 
‘The Collecting Cat 
We have a young Siamese cat at home which 
loves paddling in water and retrieving sticks and 
taking them to my mother. One day he brought 
home a lot of lead-headed nails, and another 
time a ball of wool. 
Deirdre Hood (11), 125 Maswell Rd., Blenheim, 
N.Z.: Kurrajong Card. 


aah 
HAS SENT ME 
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Sunlight 
Sunlight on the leaves and on the tree-tops, 
Dancing thrw’ the grasses on the hill, 
Kissing swaying dutteroups and daisies, 
Falling with the spray drift from the mith, 
Chasing silver thistle down through meadows, 
Leaping o'er the rippling little stream, 
Till at last soft twilight comes to claim it, 
Folds it in her arms and bids it dream. 


Francis Brown, M.C. (14), 87 Martin St., Perth, 
W.A.; Budgeree Card. 


High: 





-note Yawning 

When at the recent Histeddfod, my friend’s 
five-year-old sister listened intently to the Aria 
contestants. One lady, when she reached the 
climax, opened her mouth wide to give out the 
argaret turned to her mother and 
“Fancy her yawning in the middle of the 


song. 
Helen Bate, T.D.M.C. (14), 304 Main Rd, 
Scarborough, 00, N.S.W.; Kurrajong ard, 


Wants a Car 
Teacher: “Ned, if you had five hundred pounds 
and multiplied it by ‘two, what would you get” 
Ned: “A motor-car, sir. 
Bernice McKinnon, M.O. (11), Puratka, 
Heywood, Vie.; Mulga Card. 
We Move House 
‘The day we moved from Wallaroo to Kapunda, 
a distance of 90 miles, all the neighbors came 
out to farewell us off, and we left about 2 p.m. 
When we stopped for ‘refreshments we discovered 
a chair had fallen off and we had to go back a 
couple of miles before we found it, Arriving at 
Kapunda we had to spend a bit: of time looking 
for the house, as Mother was not with us because 
she had the ‘flu and stayed in Wallaroo with a 
neighbor. ~ However we Jocated the house and 
had everything unloaded just as darkness closed 
in, 





via 





‘Maureen Randall, M.C. (18), Rowett St, 
Kapunda, 8.4.; Kurrajong Card, 
Hidden Animals 

Concealed in each of the following sentences is 


the name of an animal: Erica took the 
parcels with her. Cat, 

(1) “Any, common key ought to fit in this 
lock.” (2) “A party is going to be arranged for 
John's homecoming.” (3) “Mum fried, some 
onions in the pan, the radishes we ate raw.” (4) 
“Would you please alter my dress for me, Mum,” 
said Sue. (5) “Leave the broccoli on the table,” 
called Joan to her brother. (6) “Leo, pardon me, 
I think you have picked up my case,” said his 
friend. 

(Answers next week.) 

Donnelle Bercov, M.0. (9), 395 Stirling High 
way, Claremont, W.A.; Kurrajong Card. 


(THANK YOU SO MUCH, SIR.)] 
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PICCANINNIES’ 





Funny Weather 
The sveather is a funny thing, 
Especially in the’ Spring. 
First it spits, and then it 
And we have to stay indoo 
Then, suddenly, the sun comes out, 
And ‘we give @ joyful shout, 

We can run and skip and play, 

. Until it rains another day. 


Priscilla White, M.C. (12), 18 The Avenue, 
Blackburn, Vie.; Budgeree Card. 
Tey Cold 
It is often very cold here. One morning there 
was ice on the dam, and a peewit was walking on 


the ice. 
Columboola, W. Line, Q.3 


Chris Makin (7), 

Kurrajong Card. 
Flood Disaster 

On June 10 the Kopuawhara River flooded 
unexpectedly. ‘The near-by farmers lost a great 
deal of sheep, and fences were laid flat with rub- 
bish from the passing flood-waters. You could 
see where the sheep had tried to escape by 
jumping over the fences, but instead they just 
hung there and died. | One elderly, farmer lost 
all his stud Romney rams and fat lambs. Five 
of our pups were drowned, but the sixth one was 
saved. ‘The railway line was out of use for over 
‘@ week on account of washaways. A. flood-bank 
is built.on the left-hand side of the river and in 
between is a road, but after the waters went 
down the road was almost level with the flood- 
bank with silt and rubbish. 

Beverley Lewis, M.C. (12), Pahnut Station, 
Private Bag, Nuhaka, Hawkes Bay, N.Z.; Kurra: 


jong Card. 
Hard on the Flies 

Little boy who has been left in charge of 
younger brother: “Mother, I wish you'd speak 
to baby. He's sitting on the fly-paper and there 
are a lot of flies waiting to get on.” 

Glenice McCully, D.D.M.O. (13), 19 Hitlorest 
Rd., Glen Iris, 8.8.6, Vie.; Mulga Card. 

Children Visit Factories 

‘The Townsville Rotary Club has introduced a 
new scheme to show Townsville children some of 
the industries of the city by taking those from 
the upper classes of primary schools, over two 
factories each week. Our class was shown over 
the Animal Health Station—where we learnt how 
blood samples or different organs from sick cattle, 
sent there from cattle stations, were analysed. 
The other place we visited was’ the~meat-works, 
where we were shown, among other things, 
how fertiliser is made.’ The visits were very 
interesting and educational, and we were very 
thankful to the men who had taken us. 

Diand~ Bell, D.M.O. (14), 137 Bundook 8t., 
Belgian Gardens, Townsville, Q.; Kurrajong Oard.- 





ure, 











AND THANK YOU, CHILOREN, You 
CERTAINLY EARNED THESE 
GIFTS. 


? 


@ G 
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~and down. 


| FELT LIKE & 
AND CHARLES FELT VERY 
PROUD TOO. 





Unusual Friendship 

We have a pet+homing pigeon who gets lonely, 
so he has made friends with the two kittens. He 
walks round and round them, making his bili and 
coo sound, then he pecks at them, and pulls their 
fur quite hard. ine of the kittens puts his 
paws, with the claws tucked in so he will not 
hurt,’ around the neck of the pigeon and pretends 
to bite his neck, then lets him go, and gives him 
a playful push. The first time we saw this 
happen, we were afrald the cats would eat the 
Pigeon, but they do it every day. Sometimes the 
pigeon’ files on to the kittens’ backs and walks up 





Lynette Clark, M.0. (11), Alva, Glenfyne, via 
Cobden, Vie.; Kurrajong Card. 





+ THE WRENS. 
Joyce Marshall (12), 61 Cornelia St., Punchbowl, 
N.B.W.; Budgeree Card. 





Riddles and Answers 

A Mulga Card is awarded for each of the 
following? 

‘What key will not lock a door? A music key.— 
Beth Oldfield, M.O. (8), 8 Brown Hill Rd., Bast 
Kalgoorlie, W.A. 

Why is tennis a noisy game? Because it cannot 
be played without raisin acket (racquet) .— 
June Grant, M0. (13), Woodlands, Nerriga Ra, 
Durran Durra, via Braidwood, N.8.W. 

What room is never swept? A mushroom— 
Kerry Doig (1), 28 Patrtola 8, Victoria Pork, 





What is the longest word in the English . 


language? Smiles, because there is a mile between 
the first and last’ letter.—Malcolm Dawson, (11), 
Proston, Q. 


LITTLE HEROINE, 
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Ye Youngsters of Australia 
Ye Youngsters of Australia 

Step out and welcome life, 
Have a pride in honor, 

And keep away from strife. 


Be not cruel or harsh or savage, 
Revenge, it does not pay, 

Keep to the path of justice 
‘And do not be led astray. 


Lend a hand where needed, 
Be adventurous and gay, 
If you live without deception 
You will tive the happy tay. 
Lorna Easy (14), Lochend, Bundarra, N.8.W.3 
Budgeree Oard. 


Competition No. 1501 
‘GRANDMA. 


Book prize in each Division (13 and over, 12 
and under) for the best original par (120 words), 
yerse (12 lines), or drawing giving your impres- 


sion of your own or a fictitious Grandma, Marks 
ecards to runners up. Head your entry with 
number and title and put your full name, M.C. or 


Distinction (if already a ‘member), age and full 
address at the foot of the page. 
Closing date: September 22, 1953, 
Kurrajong Card to Betty Reed, D.M.C. (12), 
Papakura Sth., N.Z., for her interesting title. 


Result of Competition No. 1492 
STORY THLLING. 

Book prize in First Division to_ Josephine 
Hayat, DMC. (14), Box 267, P.O., Shepparton, 
Vie. for her clever’ verses about how her young 
brother pesters her to tell him “A story ‘bout 
bears and sharks, And horsies and a dog that 
barks.” and “Stories of naughty boys, who run 
away, Won't go to school, on roads do play,” and 
the things that happen to them, before they learn 
their lesson, 

Book prize in Second Division to Beth Hunt, 
M.C. (9), Glenrock, Goomeri, Q., for her well 
written par about what a precious gift it 19 to be 
able to make up and tell stories about fairies, 
witches and ghosts and things to hold an audience 
enthralled to tell stories in books like Enid 
Biyton. Pethaps, some day, she may be a famous 
story-teller, but in the meantime she enjoys listen- 
ing to them and reading books. 

. Last Week’s Answers 

DIAMOND PUZZLH: (1) C. (2) Are.’ (3) 
Cream. (4) Cat. (6) M. 

WHAT AM I?: Seagull. 

Corroboree Entrants 

Lorna Easy, Bundarra, N.S.W.; John Willie, 
Bastwood, N.S.W.; Shirley and Bruce Shepherd, 

loonool a 











AND SO My STORY'S 
ENDED AND (7's BED-TIME 
SO OFF YOU TODDLE, Mm 
BEARS, AND _GOOD_NIGHT, 





in 3 minutes! 


If you value romance, keep 
underarms free from horrid 

hair, But don’t use a razor. 

It only makes the hair grow 

faster and coarser. Apply amaz- 

ing Veet cream, Leave for 3 
minutes. Then wash off. That's 
all, Every trace of hair has been 
smoothed away like magic. Skin is~ 
left satin-soft as if that ugly hair 
had never existed. No 

razor stubble, No coarse 
Te-growth, 


At all chemists and stores. 


VEET 


hair-removing cream 


When... 


Cupid startstofire  ~ 
his darts +++ * 


MEN DISLIKE HAIR ON THE LEGS, TOO 


It shows so plainly 
through sheer ‘stock: 
ings, end just ruins 
your charm, The 
merest shadow can 
be seen through 

nylons. So keep legs, too, smooth 

and hair-free with Veet. 

















A romantic courtship, a lovely trousseau, 
a beautiful wedding and a wonderful 
honeymoon followed by a lifetime of 
happiness with her ideal man—these have 
been the dreams of girls throughout the 
ages. 

The present day girl dreams along 
similar lines, but with her modern outlook 
on life she realises that the lovely trousseau, 
and the beauty and comfort of her first 
home depend on how well she regulates her 
spending, how carefully she saves. 

The Commonwealth Savings Bank offers 
all young couples every encouragement and 
assistance to save for things that -bring 
lasting happiness and ensure success in 
marriage. 

If you are a modern girl in search of 
happiness, try saving something every pay 
day. You and your account are welcome at 
any branch of the 


c MONWEALTH 
(f> BANK 
THERE'S A BRANCH OR AGENCY IN YOUR DISTRICT 
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Those Illusive Millions 
(ontinued from page 2. 


many people in the world do 
you think wear shoes?” 

None of us knew, so he 
gave us the total he had 
worked out on paper. “And 
if all those people wear shoes 
now, think of the future, 
the time when every South 
Sea Islander has been con- 
verted to shoes, and the 
Javanese, Papuans’— 

We gaped with him over 
the vast prospect. 

“The number of people 
wearing shoes, each buying 
one per cént, per year, of 
an economical — shoe-finding 
(professional jargon _for 
devices common to the shoe 
trade, we soon learnt) which 
I have just brought to per- 
fection, would result in a 
million, million pounds in 
five years.” 

The perfection father had 
reached was only on paper 
at that stage and it was 
some time before he tore 
himself. away from the 
fascinating computations 
that engaged him, but when 
he applied himself to the 
practical side of the shoe- 
heels, his idea grew in pos- 
sibilities. 

We struck snags of course, 
Even after a factory was in 
operation and the heels were 
actually in the shops with 
ads. in the press, and every- 
thing going smoothly, the 
whole business had to be 
dropped for the time being 





Dejectedly she wandered 
among the tables of 
materials, not even bother- 
ing to finger them as she 


usually did. 
Later she went with 
Grandma and Mama into 


Tupp’s Bakery where they 
all sat upon wooden stools 
whilst Mrs, Tupp_ served 
them with the delicious ice- 
cream she made. 

Nellie licked ecstatically. 

“Are you going to buy 
another ice-cream with your 
penny?” Mama wanted to 
know, but Nellie shook her 
head again. 

Grandma _ said “Don’t 
spoil her, Elizabeth, by buy- 
ing her another . ice-cream. 
Let her save her penny if 
she wants to.” 

Nellie said, chokily, she 
did not want another ice- 
cream, and, slipping off the 
stool,, ran out to whirl 
giddily around a verandah 
post. That way they could 
not see the tears in her eyes. 


It seemed a long time be- 
fore Grandma and Mama 
finished tallking to Mrs. 
Tupp. Then, when they 
came out to the street, 
Grandma said she must see 
the miller and order Dad’s 
bag of pollard so that it 
would be ready when she 
drove round for it. 

Mama said she would go 
on home and get the dinner 
teady. 

Once more at home, her 


because the salesladies could .pinafore tied tightly about 


not bother themselves with 
new-fangled contraptions, 

Fifteen years is the normal 
life of a patent and the heels 
have a few more years to go. 
We patentees never say die. 
—MISS MIDAS. 


—_¢—_ 


Penny for Nellie 


(Continued from page 7.) 

“Aren't you going to 
spend your penny?” Mama 
asked. 


Nellie shook her head 
vehemently and Grandma 
laughed. 


“Waiting for a bigger bar- 
gain,” Grandma said, and 
Nellie, flushed and miser- 
able, went out on to the 
street where little groups of 
men had gathered’ to chat 
about harvests and weather 
and sheep sales. 

Nellie followed Grandma 
and Mama as they left Mr, 
Piner's shop and entered 
Sharp’s Drapery Store. 


her waist, Nellie ran out 
into the yard to begin a 
feverish search beneath the 


pepper tree, 
Frantically she scraped 
among fallen leaves and 


twigs without finding what 
she sought. 

‘Then Mama was calling 
her to dinner. 

Papa sat at the head of 
the table, his napkin stuffed 
into his waistcoat. He 
looked at Nellie and 
asked “And what have you 
been doing all morning my 
girl? Spending your pennies 
on Mrs, Tupp’s rubbish I 
expect.” 

Mama, rushed in quickly 
with “Nellie has begun sav- 
ing. She .didn’t spend her 
penny today.” She turned 
to her little daughter. “Did 
you put it in your money 
box; dear?” 

Nellie hung her head 
miserably and Grandma said 
belligerently: “Leave the 
child alone, John. You'd do 
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LOSE FAT SAFELY 


Shed up to 7 pounds of ugly tat 
in one week! No laxatives, no 
exercises, no starvation. Gugran- 
teed non-injurious and effective, 
SLIM-TABS KVM Tablets are casy 
and pleasant to take, 
drugs, this delightful, 
treatment has worked miracles for 
fat people everywhere, id only 
80/- for 8 weeks’ course, oF 
(special ener) full 9 weeks’ 
GUARANTEE) course, 80/-. 
Posted under plain sealed wrapper. 
Address: 


AUSTRALIAN HEALTH 
SERVICES (Dept. W/3), 
Box 888, G.P.O., Sydney. 


FACIAL HAIRS 


Do not despair of ridding 
yourself of ugly facial hairs, 
“MULTI-STRENGTH | KILL- 
HAIR” can solve this em- 
barrassing problem for yor 
‘This entirely new home treat 
ment can conquer even stu 
born growths—it 1s available 
in five different strengths. No 
matter how disappointed you 








may have been in, the past, 
you should obtain full details 
of “MULTI - STRENGTH 


KILLHAIR” by sending 
stamped addressed envelope to 
“WARREN BARCLAY, 
981 Little Flinders Street, 





Melbourne, Victoria 


AN ADORABLE 
COMPLEXION 


Your skin will take on 
new loveliness while you 


sleep if you make 
MERCOLI ED WAX 


your overnight massage 
cream and dayti: 
powder bi 


MERCOLIZED WAX 


jor of cream only 4/6. 
THE IMPROVEMENT ON FACE CREAM 
MWwes3 



























DRINK HABIT 
; DESTROYED: 


ACT NOWi Don't with that 
your Husband or Son did not 
drink, Eucrasy has brought 
happiness to homes cursed 
with misery and ruin through 
drink, Harmless, ta: 
can be given Y 
food, or voluntarily. 
which required, Send 30/+ 
now, for 20 day Course. 
"DEPT. D, EUCRASY 


f, Sydney 


Superfluous Hair 
Killed Quickly 

Aa ey, EXTAIRO” | Pere 
hag set bare Goxrany 











297 Elizabeth Str 














Janet Glanville, 247E, 





Elizabeth 8t., Sydney 
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soothes itching 


HAEMORRHOIDS 
quickly! 


Are you suffering the torture 
of haemorrhoids? “Then here's 
new hope for you! DOAN’S 
OINTMENT will quiet the iteh- 
ing QUICKLY—soothe and lubri- 
cate the tender tissues with 
special antiseptic ingredients and 
bring you welcome relief. 
DOAN’S OINTMENT has been 
used successfully for over 50 
years—and it's oh, so gentle! 
Don't put up with distressing 
haemorrholds any longer. Ask 
for DOAN'S OINTMENT at any 
chemist or store today. 


kkk kk kk 
% REDUCE 
4+ SAFELY! 
% SPEEDILY! 


WITH 


THE SENSATIONAL 


AMERICAN 
SLIMMING 
TABLET 


XE AMERICAN SLIMMING 








TABLETS, the safo, 
reduce 
ing tablets, hailed by 


MAwomen the’ world over. 
American Slimming Tab- 

Wlets reduce that danger- 
ous overweight and got 

rid of that ugly surplus’ 
fat — no old-fashioned 
diet charts, medicines or’ 
uncomfortable treatments. 
Eat what you like 











wet Oeterd By 

Sidney. 

o/s A porn AT AL 
A ‘TALI 

Wt efeattsrs "aNd “roses 


eae Ss) 
Sa i ie Hie 
FLORAL ART 


‘Learn this fascinating art in your. 
‘own home by correspondence 
course, Full particulars from, 
BEATRICE POOLEY, 
(late of Blackburn), 
41 Kitebener St., Box Hill, 
Victoria. 


15 years? experience Floral Art, 
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better to take more interest 
in your sons.” 

Mama hurried to speak 
placatingly to both Papa and 
Grandma so that Nellie was 
mercifully overlooked. 

Later she stood to watch 
Mama and Grandma harness 
old Major to the buggy, then 
slowly went to open the big 
gate, propping one side with 
a stone as usual and holding 
the other back as Grandma, 
slapping Major's fat rump 
with the reins, urged him 
through the opening. 

Slowly Nellie closed both 
sides of the big gate, wrest- 
ling gamely with the heavy 
catch. 

Saturday, shopping day in 
Loper’s Creek was over and 
dimly and confusedly Nellie 
knew that no other Saturday 
to come would ever be so 
bright or shining as the 
Saturdays of the past. 


That night as Mama 
tucked her up in bed and 
bent to kiss her she asked: 
“What did you do with your 
penny, dear? Did you lose 
iv” 

Nellie just turned her face 
into her pillow to sob out 
the bitter loss and disap- 
pointment of the day. 

Mama stroked her hair 
with gentle hand, “Don’t cry, 
dear,” she said, “it doesn’t 
matter,” and quietly slip- 
ped a paper bag containing 
four brilliant colored lohy 
sticks beneath the pillow. 


[Tue Ep] 


Favored Women 


(Continued from page 4.) 
his mother kept parading 
new young beauties before 
him, matters of State were 
matters of indifference. 

Outside the harem there 
were some who set their 
faces against this condition 
of affairs. When the army 
leaders forced the Sultan to 
march to Hungary to quell a 
revolt, bribed harem 
eunuchs strangled —Safiye 
while she slept. 

But the rule of harem 
women continued for an- 
other couple of generations. 
Before the final wrathful 
purge which ended it such 
was the orgy of assassina- 
tions within its walls that a 
swimmer diving near _ its 
water-gate told a ghastly tale 
of a throng of dead women 
standing on the sea-bed. 
Their shrouds weighted at 
the foot with stones, held 
the drowned bodies upright. 
—ELFRIDA. 


Serial: 
Stranger in Guest-room 








(Continued from page 8.) 

“You can’t believe all you 
read, even in letters.” 

“What on earth do you 
mean?” 

“Well, these things can be 
arranged sometimes.” 
Wigan's expression said 
plainly that Audrey did not 
know much about the ways 
of the world. 

“You're crazy. There was 
a funeral. She was buried 
in Wattlebridge, the day be- 
fore—before—all this hap- 
pened.” 

“That might have been 
arranged too, Even funerals 
can be faked.” 

“Rather difficult, that.” 

Stuart Smythe put down 
his tea-cup as he spoke, and 
produced a cigarette case. 
He wondered very much 
whom he was being mis- 
taken for, and hoped fer- 
vently that the mistake 
would not be discovered be- 
fore the conversation ended. 
He was finding it extremely 
interesting. 

“Do you smoke, Mrs. 
Rollinson? Miss Vane? May 
we? Thank you.” 

He offered the case to 
Wigan, who took a cigarette 
but was apparently 00 
agitated to notice the 
proffered light. Neither did 
he appear to notice the 
formal way in which Stuart 
Smythe had addressed 


Audrey. 
‘That gentleman lit his 
own cigarette and_ settled 


back to listen with increas- 
ing interest as the conversa- 
tion went on. 

“But why should anybody 
want to do such an extra- 
ordinary thing?” 

“That's rather hard to see, 
but there may have been 
reasons. She was a wealthy 
woman, wasn’t she?” 

“I don't know. I believe 
she was once, but I still 
don't see what that has to 
do with it.” 

“Well,” Wigan fumbled 
nervously with his tie once 
more, “you haven't got very 
much, have you?" 

“That's our _ business,” 
Audrey flashed at him. 
Stuart Smythe stubbed out 
his cigarette and regarded 
Wigan with a frown of in- 
tense concentration. 

“It might be 
people's.” 

Wigan stopped fumbling 
with his tie and fidgetted 
with the unlighted cigarette 


other 





instead, spilling the tobacco 
from it with nervous fingers. 

“That gigolo brother of 
yours could do with a bit 
extra"— 

“Take that back!” Audrey 
advanced on him with blaz- 
ing eyes. Perhaps Wigan 
came nearer to having his 
ears boxed at that moment 





than at any previous time in 
all his pampered life. 

“[ only meant,” he 
grumbled, looking startled, 
“that Neville must be look- 
ing for a little extra money, 
hanging round  red-headed 
heiresses the way he does.” 

“Red-headed heiresses!” 

(Continued on page 32.) 





PAIN goes quicker 
with DISPRIN 


. «» because DISPRIN is soluble 





You get faster relief from pain with Disprin 
because it quickly dissolves and enters your 
stomach in solution, thus ensuring rapid absorp- 
tion into the bloodstream. Because ordinary 
aspirin and a.p.c. merely break wp and enter 
your stomach as undissolved particles, they 
cannot act on pain as fast as Disprin. You can 
end pain faster with Disprin. 


Disprin is obtainable from 


all chemists, in packages of 


100, 26, and the handy 8 tablet handbag or pocket pack. 
TRY THIS EXPERIMENT 


“Drop a Disprin tablet 
ordinary aspirin or 


the others merely break 


They behave differently in water: 
they behave differently in your 


stomach, 


ordinary 
ap.c. into separate glasses of 
water. See how Disprin really 
dissolves; see by contrast how 


and 


up. 





DISPRIN... 
THE NEW Soluble ASPIRIN 
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To Sufferers from Blotchy Skin, 


Eczema and Other Skin Ailments 


{f you suffer from pimples, eczema, blotchy skin, rashes, 
boils, etc., this is due either to a deficiency in certain cell 
salts in the system or possibly nerves. 

‘To tone up and supply a balanced ratio, essential Nerve- 
and Tissue-building Cell Salts are required. 

Keep your skin free from unsightly and irritable rashes, 
etc.—simply write for Free Booklet giving details regarding 


treatment to Dept. C3, 
BIO-CHEMIC INSTITUTE 
*Phone: MU 1971. 


Omer 108 Queen rH bet Melbourne. 
‘Box 12491, G.P.0., Melbourne, 


MIGRAINE 
sufferer 


amazed at relief 
‘from Bex 





Recent photograph of 
‘Ms, Thomas F, Warren 

Mr. Thomas F. Warren, 
4 Perry Street, 

Seddon, Victoria, writes : 





“I have been suffering terrific headaches since I was 8 years 
old, I am now 46 years old and they seemed to be getting 
worse. A chap at work told me about Bex tablets, so I 
thought I would give them a go for migraine. To my surprise 
Tonly take two each morning. ‘I have never felt so well in all 
my life. They do not upset my stomach. My wife says I am 
like a new man.” 

BEX PURITY YOUR SAFEGUARD 
When you take Bex you know that you are taking a product 
of unsurpassed quality. At every stage of its manufacture it 
is checked and double checked in the Bex testing laboratories 
to ensure the high standard required for Bex. That is why 
Bex is so dependable and why it leaves no injurious after 
effects; does not upset the stomach nor harm the heart. 
However delicate you may be you can take Bex with safety’ 
and benefit. 

Don’t take chances with constant pain 
For constant pain see your doctor. He will diagnose and 
treat the cause. But to Telieve the pain itself take Bex, Bex 
is so dependable. 


Printed and published by 
Henry Kenneth Prior, of 44 
Bradley’s Head Rd., Mosman, 


Powders 


& Tablets 
PRICE 











to Boys ¢ Girls 


for The Bulletin Newspaper 
Co. Pty. Ltd, (Inc, in 
N.S.W.), at the office of the 
Co., 252 George St, Sydney, 
N.S.W., Australia, 
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Wrist Watches, Cameras, Fountain 
Peng. Other Valuable Petes for 


reels 
Ben Sow for parcel and catalog 


No money now, 
ame and 


‘address, 
J.B, Murray, 661B Geo. St, Sydney. 


Serial: 

Stranger in Guest-room 
(Continued from page 31.) 
“Well, one anyway.” 

“I don't know what you're 
talking about.” 

She despised herielf for 
giving Wigan the oppor- 
tunity of telling her what 
she knew it would be useless 
to ask Neville, but she was 
too anxious to stop: herself. 

“Oh, I forget her name.” 
Wigan seemed anxious to re- 
treat from the subject, but 
Audrey followed him up 
mercilessly. 

“Then I don’t see how you 
know anything about it. 

“Oh, I hear a lot,” said 
Wigan loftily, recovering a 
little. 

“What a gossiping old 
woman you are!” exclaimed 
Audrey contemptuously. 

“At least I haven't got 
anything to explain,” re- 
torted her cousin furiously. 

“I think you have, Would 
you kindly explain that re- 
mark?” 

‘There was a short, danger- 
ous silence, Stuart Smythe’s 
hand clenched involuntarily, 
but he forced himself to 
appear to take only a mild 
interest in the proceedings. 

Rising, he sauntered over 
to. Wigan with an ash-tray 
in his hand. 

“Don't you want an ash- 
tray?” he asked gently, and, 
as the young man seemed 
not to hear, he quietly took 
the mangled cigarette from 
his fingers and laid it in the 
tray. 

He was deliberately acting 
a part. If he was to be mis- 
taken for a close friend of 
the family, he might as well 
keep up the deception as 
long as possible. He was 
extremely eager to hear 
what else Wigan had to say. 

Wigan, on his part, 
seemed to remember sud- 
denly that there was some- 
body present to be treated 
with respect. He shot a 
quick glance at Stuart and 
spoke in a more guarded, 
almost conciliatory tone. 

“'m only thinking of 
what people might — say. 
Mifanwy said it wasn't 
Muriella, but Phena said it 
was, and Phena doesn’t 
usually make mistakes. We 
don’t know that it wasn’t, 
and if it was Muriella, it’s 
a bit awkward for you, isn’t 
it? 











‘Wigan only wants to be 
helpful, dear,” put in Mrs. 





Rollinson, “You mustn't 


take it amiss. You have no 
father to advise you, and 
Neville is so young, isn’t 
he?” 

“But what does he want 
to advise me about?” 

Audrey made an effort not 
to sound ungrateful, She 
turned to Wigan, and forced 
her tone to a friendly note. 

“I still think you have a 
blind spot about it being 
Muriella, you know, but 
even if you were right, what 
difference does it, make? 

“We didn’t like it happen- 
ing to anybody, of course, 
but how ‘can it make any 
difference who it was?” 

“SE it really was a stranger 
people can’t say anything, 
but as I said before Muriella 
was a wealthy woman, and 
people might talk. People 
that don’t know you, I 
mean.” 

So that's the strength of 
it, said Stuart Smythe to 
himself, 

Audrey felt. physically ill. 
Was it possible that people 
she did know, men and 
women she met in trams and 
trains, even the girls she 
worked with, were saying 
what Wigan hinted? 

She remembered her hour 
of panic when she had 
feared something of the kind 
while the police were ask- 
ing their questions, but she 
had thought all that was 
over as soon as she heard 
that the woman in the guest- 
room was a stranger. 


She tried to rally her 
strength. 
“But Muriella’s money 


wouldn't come to us,” she 
said faintly. “We're not very 
near relations. 

“Nearer than anybody 
else. She was your grand- 
mother.” 

For a few seconds Audrey 
thought Wigan really had 
taken leave of his senses. 
Amazement drove out all 
other feeling. ; 

“You really are madi” she 
exclaimed at last, “How 
could she be my grand- 
mother? She wasn't married, 
even.” 

“She could be a grand- 
mother without being 
married.” 

“Children! Children!” 
protested Mrs, Rollinson 
faintly, but nobody paid her 
any heed. 

“You can take your in- 
sinuations somewhere else,” 
exclaimed Audrey wrath- 
fully. “You're not quite as 
clever as you think. As it 
happens, I knew both my 
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grandmothers pertectly 
well. 

“You think you did, but 
Mrs. Iredale wasn't your 
grandmother.” 

Wigan was more at his 
ease now that the most 
troublesome part of his dis- 
closure had been made. 

“The Iredales adopted 
your mother, who was 
Muriella Redfern’s daughter, 
as soon as she was born.” 


FOR, while after Wigan 
had made his disclosure 
nobody spoke. The words 
“Your mother was Muriella 
Redfern’s daughter” seemed 
to hang on the air. 

Wigan, having said what 
he had come to say, sat back 
with a satisfied air, Stuart 
Smythe was wondering 
afresh who he himself was 
supposed to be, that such 
intimate family matters 
could be discussed so frankly 


before him, Audrey sat 
stunned. 
Incident after _ incident 


came back to her, till she 
could no longer doubt that 
what Wigan said was true. 
Her mother’s distress when 
she thought that the 
stranger was Muriella Red- 
fern. 

The way she had said 
later “I always thought that 
some day I'd be able to do 
ing for her. Now I 





Cousin Mifanwy saying 
“Somebody else adopted it,” 
when Audrey asked what 
had become of Muriella’s 
child, and going on to speak 
of something else. 

Yes, indeed, Cousin 
Mifanwy evidently did not 
tell all she knew. She must 
have known that. 

That was not surprising, 
but it was galling to realise 
that Wigan knew it too, 
When he had __ spoken 
Audrey had __ instinctively 
turned towards his mother, 
expecting a contradiction 
from her. 

Mrs. Rollinson’s —_ face 
showed nothing but acute 
embarrassment. It was at 
that moment that Audrey 
began to believe Wigan 
spoke the truth, 

Mrs. Rollinson was the 
first to recover her powers 
of speech. 5 

“Really, Wigan;” 
tested feebly. 

She was, in fact, as deeply 
shocked as it was in her 
mature to be. She had no 
objection to gossip, malicious 
or otherwise; would, in fact, 
have taken away the 


AUGUST 12, 1953 


she pro- 


characters of any or all her 
friends as composedly as she 
put on her clothes. 

Nonetheless she felt. that 
these matters should be 
approached with decorum, 
in discreet whispers and 
with properly shocked 
countenances. 

That a young woman and 
a young man should shout 
at each other across the 
room about a bygone family 
scandal shocked her sense of 
the proprieties to the 
depths. She turned an 
apologetic glance at Stuart 
Smythe. 

“lm afraid Mr. ' Locke 
must think he is marrying 
into a very strange family 
indeed.” 

“It has nothing to do with 
Harvey,” said Audrey im- 
patiently, “and he’s not 


Mine is a very busy 
life. With a home to 
look after, a family 
“to cook and wash for 
‘—TI just can’t afford 
time to be sick and I 
seldom am — thanks 
to a daily dose of 
Kruschen. 


I used to find that 
the constant grind of 
housework left me ex- 
hausted. Sometimes I 
finished up. with so 
many aches and pains, - 


ACHES, PAINS? NOT ME! 


marrying into che family 
either, We've broken off our 
engagement.” 

“You've broken off your 
engagement,” repeated Mrs. 
Rollinson helplessly, and 
told herself that she really 
did not know what the pre- 
sent generation was coming to. 

Like Wigan, seeing a 
young man very much at 
home in the garden, and 
hearing that he was not a 
gardener, she had jumped 
to the conclusion that he 
was Harvey Locke, 

Now she thought that for 
a discarded fiance he seemed 
very much at his case in his 
ex-fiancee’s home and pres: 
ence. Wigan was almost 
equally surprised. 

“Then what are you doing 
here?” he demanded of 
Stuart. 


I felt I couldn’t face 
another day. That's 
why I started taking 
Kruschen Salts. 
Kruschen is a bal- 
anced combination of 
mineral salts that not 
only helps the system 
to function properly, 
but has an amazing 
tonic effect as well. 
Take it from me, 
you'll feel a different 
person when you 
guard your health 
with Kruschen Salts. 


KRUSCHEN sacs 


GET THAT FAMOUS KRUSCHEN FEELING! 
Trial Size 1/9, Large Economy Size 3/3—Everywhere! 
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“Ohl” Understanding 





dawned on Audrey. “That 
isn't Harvey. This is 
Mr." 


She turned to the young 
man. 

“It’s absurd, I know, but 
I don't believe I've heard 
your surname. I've just 
heard of you as Mrs. Ash- 
well’s brother.” y 

“Stuart Smythe,” he sup- 
plied. Apart from a strong 
desire to take Wigan and 
drop him on to a very 
prickly rosebush outside the 
window, he was beginning to 
enjoy himself very much. 

“Mr. Smythe lives next 
door. He and his sister and 
brother-in-law have been 
very good to us,” explained 
Audrey. 











exclaimed Wigan 
belligerently, “you've been 








STILL TO 





at 8.30.) 


Produced by 


Sunday evening at 7.30. 
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listening to all our private 
affairs under © false pre- 
tences.” 

Stuart Smythe waved a 
deprecating hand. 

“Oh, well,” he said 
placatingly, “that’s nothing 
to the false pretences you've 
been strewing around, is it?” 

The effect of his words 
was startling. Wigan went 
white; stark fear looked out 
of his eyes. 

Stuart Smythe, watching 
him in amazement, asked 
himself what on earth the 
fellow had been up to that 
a sharp retort could put 
him into such a funk. 

Wigan caught his eye, and 
made an attempt to bluster. 

_. “What do you mean?” he 
demanded hoarsely. 

Stuart spoke amiably. 

“You heard yourself talk- 


2GB - 3AW - 4BH - 5DN - 61X - 7HO 


2HR, 2MW, 2LF, 2PK, 2MG, 2WL, 2LT, 2CA, 3CV, 4GY, 


d many other commercial broadcasting 





stations in Australia, 
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ing just now, didn’t you? 
And,” by the way, you 
haven't forgotten that there's 
such a thing as a law of 
libel, have you?” 

A little color came back 
to Wigan's face. He still 
looked uneasy, “but the 
terror was gone from his 
eyes. He looked like 
one who had been re- 
prieved from some dreaded 
fate. 

“What has that to do with 
you?” he asked. 

“It has a lot to do with 
me,” returned Stuart. “As 
Miss ~Vane’s solicitor, I 
advise her not to discuss the 
matter with you any fur- 
ther, 


(To be continued) 
In the Mrrnor all 
re invented, No 

intended to any 

place so nam 










P OF THE CLASS.... 


After more than eleven years of continuous presenta- 
tion, the sprightly, well informed “Quiz Kids” are 
still tops in entertainment—and their popularity still 
grows! Compered by knowledgeable John Dease, the 
“Quiz Kids,” brought to you with the compliments of 
Johnson and Johnson, come to your home each 
(Except 3AW/CV—Fridays 
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Bedjacket 


A bedjacket is just the most 
useful garment. Slip it on 
for reading in bed at night; 
look glamorous for that 
early morning cup of tea. 
“Woman's Mirror” pattern 
No. 10,626 on page 35 of 
tf this issue, made up in dainty 
Ingola, is pretty enough for any trousseau. 
Make it with short sleeves for warmer weather 
—but be sure you make it up in Ingola. 





GROWING UP IN INGOLA 

Soft, warm Ingola is just right for babies’ 
clothes, lovely bedjackets for women—in fact, 
throughout the different age groups, Ingola 
cream, pastels, marles and checks are the ideal 
material to grow up in. 


gus" 


at all leading stores 


127/2FC 
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“MIRROR” 
PATTERN SERVICE 

















9141 





9337—Everyday ‘wear for schoolgirls of 
6 to 8 years, Shoulder straps button to 
front bodice on wide-skirted pinafore ; 
optional frill trim on collar of, tailored 
blouse. Material, blouse, Ifyd.; pina 
fore, Ityd. each of 36in. ‘wide. 


Pattern, 2/6 post free. 


Materipl quoted for adult patterns ts 
for a°3Gin. bust measurement ; for 
children, for the largest size. 


For other sizes material required is 
stuted on the pattern envelope. 


9141—Small boys’ playsuit, _ Easy-to- 
make shirt; shoulder buttoning overalls, 
with unge pocket trim. Sizes, 2 to 4 
years. Material, each Zyd. 36in. wide. 


Pattern, 2/6 post free. 


7900—Spring suit to wear with crisply 
dainty blouses; rounded, waistlength 
bolero and slim’ peg-top skirt, Sizes, 32 
to 40in, Material, 2tyd. S4in. wide. 


Pattern, 2/9 post free 
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“MIRROR” PATTERN SERVICE 













































9315 


SHORT SLEEVE 





9261 





AN 
AS POPOVER COAT 











9361—Dual_ purpose naring coat-dress texturing 9315—Boxer shorts and T-shirt with convertible, 
deep armholes, long roll collar. Sizes, 16 to zippered neckline, two pocket trim for boys of 
18 years, 32in. bust. Material: Styds, 36in. 4 to 8 years. Material: shirt, lyd.; shorts, 
wide; 34yds. S4in, wide. 10626—Charming bedjacket with deep yoke, H4yd.; each of wide. 
Pattern, 2/9 post free bow-tie; long or cape sleeves. Sizes, 32 to Pattern, 2/6 post free 
oe jciiaieeih 2ayds. 36in. wide (short sleeve, 
yd. less). 


10613—Two petticoat styles for wide skirts. A 


x 9261—Delightful dress with crossed bodice 
flares from the waist; B is dart-fitted at waist 


Pattern, 2/6 post free closing; cluster gathers in skirt. Contrast trim 


releasing fullness over hips. Sizes, 25 to 35in. on neckline and sleeve cufis; optional pocket 

waist. Material: A, 2}yds.; B, ldyd. of 36in. on skirt. Sizes, 12 to 14 years. Material, 

wide. 2yds. S4in. wide. Contrast, yd. 36in. wide. 
Pattern, 2/6 post free Pattern, 2/6 post free 


Seams not allowed for in “Mirror” patterns. Give number AND size of 
pattem. Remember to give both town and State. Send postal notes. 
Address to “Mirror” Pattern Department, Box 2521, G.P.O., Sydney. 
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New Zealand readers may order patterns 
from Box 965, G.P.O., W 








Scivatite 
uit Production: 





illustrated book 





let for advanced school 
children will be posted 
to you if you send 





your name and 
dress to Box 
G.P.O,, Sydney. 
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29 Seymour Street, 
HURSTVILLE 
Dear Sirs, 


- Please find enclosed a snap of my daughter, Colleen, at 24 years 


of age. She has been eating Arnott’s Famous Milk Arrowroot 
Biscuits since she was 6 months old and still asks for them. She is 
very healthy and has thrived on Arnott's Milk Arrowroot Biscuits. 


Yours faithfully, 
Mrs. B. O'REILLY. 


There is No Substitute for Quality. So always ask for Arnott’s. 
THE AUST \LIAN WOMAN'S MIRROR AUGUST 12, 1958 


